A SUDDEN FEAR IN LONELY PLACES 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 2 | Episode 1 | Aired on 06.14.2009 


Nothing But The Blood - Bill's new responsibility, Jason's new mission, Lafayette's final fate, and some 
things you shouldn't watch with family members. 


Okay, so the BIG SPOILER THING is that the body in Andy Bellefleur's car is not, in fact, 
Lafayette: it's Miss Jeanette. This causes a little bit of a wobbler for Tara, who ends up in 
Andy's crazy boozy police station clutches before getting stuck in a tug-of-war between her 
horrible trainwreck of a mother and mysterious Maryann Forrester that results in one of the 
most deliciously brutal verbal takedowns captured on film since Julia Sugarbaker shuttered 
her interior design firm for good. On a completely unrelated note, the mystery creature that 
killed My Beautiful Jeanette scratched the shit out of her back, paralyzing her and removing 
her heart while she was still alive. 


Sookie and Bill's relationship suffers two major mindblowing moments. First, Sookie finally 
meets Jessica after a hilarious series of scenes in which Bill is appalled by his new daughter 
in avariety of ways. Watch Bill teach Jessica to recycle! Watch Bill teach Jessica to choke 
down TruBlood instead of eating people! Watch his mind boggle! | must say I've never liked 
Billas much as | do right now; even the overcooked dialogue between the two unceasingly 
verbal lovers has become delightfully campy. They break up at least three times, and then 
get back together with these amazing speeches about what you awaken in me and "you are 
my miracle" and things of this nature. It's amazing; it's enough to make you put on your 
whitest dress and gorunning around graveyards barefoot. 


After the speeches, though, it's time for the makeup sex, which | suggest you not watch 
with, say, your in-laws, because it kind of goes into Tell Me You Love Meterritory. Like at one 
point Sookie gets blood from her neck in her own mouth, | don't know what you would call 
that or if it's really even analogical to anything but it sure is uncomfortable. 


Other hand, seeing Sookie turn Jessica's frown upside down, and the lost duckling 
stepdaughter love she immediately inspires, is pretty beautiful. I'm sure Sookie will 
manage to make it all about her in the long run, which usually calms her down immensely, 
but it's so sweet to see her identify and care for Jessica, and even better to watch Jessica roll 
over for it. That's going to suck when it falls apart, | guess. 


The other thing -- which actually is all about her -- is a bit more of a bloodbath. Sookie also 
learns that Bill awesomely took care of Uncle Bartlett and threw him in the creek. So 
basically, Sookie finds out in one day two secrets that are directly related to her, that Bill's 
been keeping for a few weeks at least. Turns out dating the one living person on Earth whose 
mind you can't read has a downside, of course, but I think Sookie's more freaked out by the 
fact that her boyfriend is a gun she can aim at people, because what happens when she has a 
bad day? Because, | don't know if you've noticed this, but Sookie Stackhouse has the 
occasional bad day. 


Shapeshiftin' Sam Merlotte remembers when he first met Maryann: he was running around 
as a shoplifting teenager and occasional puppy, and accidentally stole some important 

Jamiroquai statue that comes to us out of antiquity. Maryann responded by going cougar on 
his ass, and then doing that fucked-up vibrating thing mid-coitus, which caused him to feel 


spooked. He stole a bunch of astonishingly easy-to-locate cash and got the heck out of 
there, and has been afraid of her ever since. That vibing thing really is troubling, it's true. 


In the present day Sammy tells off Sookie for jerking him around, and hires new waitress 
Daphne, while Terry Bellefleur and Rene/Drew's ex Arlene continue to be into each other in 
their separate post-traumatic ways. Maryann explains to Sam that she doesn't want his 
money, and isn't even really in town to dick with him: she's after Tara for her own reasons, 
which would seem to do with Tara kissing Eggs. This conversation is remarkable because for 
some reason Maryann decides to have it while replicating Pat Benatar's sideways '80s 
hooker look from the "Love Is A Battlefield" video. Maybe she is planning on shaking her 
shoulders at him if he does not relent. Or like vibrating them. 


Good old Jason Stackhouse has managed to find his way right into the fang-bashing 
Fellowship Of The Sun, where his confused values continue to get twisted around and 
around while he cozies up to the leaders of the movement, last season's occasional talking 
head Steve Newlin and his terrifying wife. The blood money Bartlett left Sookie pays for him 
to go off to Texas with them, for freaky Jesus boot camp and reconciliation with Vamp Eddie, 
Strangler Rene and Witchy Amy's deaths, but honestly | don't know how you could leave 
Hoyt behind. 


Which leaves, if you've been paying attention, two folks we love: not-so-dead Lafayette 
and the inscrutable Vampire Sheriff Eric. The former's alive, for now, and the latter is 
terrifying. Remember when the rednecks burned down that nest of poseurs and there was 
just the cute one Royce that was left, and then Eric said he was going to get it one of these 
days? Today is that day. For dealing V and for losing track of Eddie, Lafayette's been locked 
up in the Fangtasia! cellar for at least two weeks. He talks with his former AIDS- burger 
enemy in the last moments before Eric comes down the stairs and... Um, eats Royce's 
kidneys out of his body and then tears off his arm and throws his body parts around and 
groans and grunts and drools blood. It's rather upsetting, on a level with the fucking we 
addressed earlier, but with guts and screaming instead. It's like what if that movie Saw were 
awesome and addressed the social ill of homophobia before they started pulling the 
people's nuts out their eyesockets. | swear, Eric is such a vampire sometimes! Even 
Lafayette's like, "This is everybody's favorite character? Meh, | still don't see it." Oh but 
you will, Lady. And then you'll write him the same pass we all do. But for real: thrilled to see 
you, and happy | didn't get spoiled about it. 


Want more? The full recap starts right below! 


Sam's got the trashbag full of money in his hands and | think he's going to just take off, 

speeding out the back of the bar after running into Maryann, but then he hears Tara and 
Sookie screaming about the body in Andy's car, so he tosses the money in his truck and 

comes running around to the front. 


Andy's still drunk and moving kind of slow, and Tara starts screaming at him for cutting 
people up and putting them in his car, and Sam's like, "Seriously, WTF happened here" and 
Andy tells everybody to chill so he can check on the body, and Sam -- who's been too busy 
freaking out to know that Andy is the entire Martha Stewart Collection's worth of sheets to 
the wind, thanks to sympathetic Tara buying him drinks -- tells the screaming ladies to let 
Andy handle it, and there's a sort of collective patting between the two women and Sam 
that goes on for awhile. "Sam, call the cops!" shouts Tara, and Andy yells that he is the cops, 
and Tara begs God to make sure it's not Lafayette in the car, but it totally is. 


Except it's not. Sookie grabs Sam's hand and Andy says that there's no pulse, because 
there's no heart, because it was ripped out of the victim, who screamed in terror as it was 
pulled out, and the fear is still painted across her face: Miss Jeanette. Tara starts screaming 
again. 


Panic is a word with a lovely definition: "a sudden fear in lonely places." Shepherds caught 
under a full moon would hear a sound, or get a feeling, under that vast expansive sky, and 
their loneliness would become so exquisite, their smallness so apparent, that they would 
feel a sudden fear, and know the God was passing close to them. The other side of ecstasy 
(ex + stasis, "to be or stand outside oneself, a removal to elsewhere"), then, is panic. Not 
that far off from each other; both direct connection to the divine. Both responses to 
repression; both forms of abandon. 


Later Sookie's in the usual murder-victim hoodie they put on you when you're at a murder 
site, and Kenya's there worrying about everybody, and Sookie can't fight off the echoes of 
Tara worrying about how she knew Miss Jeanette, that she went to see Miss Jeanette in the 
woods, that Miss Jeanette saved her. And later, when Miss Jeanette was revealed to be 
Nancy Levoir, disappointment and drugstore employee, and Tara shoved her and screamed 
at her. Kenya asks if she's ever seen the woman before, good instincts, and Tara swears she 
hasn't while Sookie stares. 


"Careful here, son. Her leg will break off like a chicken wing if you hold her like that," says 
Mike the Coroner, with his usual charming creepiness. | like having him in the background of 
every death, putting it into perspective. How we all become meat when the lights go out of 
us. Andy whines that he just got his car detailed; Sookie's lips quiver with everybody else's 
thoughts. Bud arrives, and Andy drunkenly gives him just the facts: "Body's in full rigor 
mortis, Bud, which is consistent with the vic being killed elsewhere then brought here into 
the scene sometime in the past four hours, since that's when I... Drove over here." Andy's 
sister Portia honks from the parking lot, and Bud tells him to callit a night. When Andy 
whines, Bud reminds him that he's "overworked," not to mention drunk, and stomping 
Andy can only disagree with half of that statement. 
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Sam tries to get Sookie talking with some "dead bodies are a drag" routine, and she won't 
even look up from the scene, with her eye still black from the big fight three weeks ago. 
She's troubled by the control, and the cruelty, of the injury. Rene killed a lot of people, but 
he did it in a rage: blood everywhere, terrifying and brutal. This was the act of someone who 
wanted Miss Jeanette to suffer, who cut out her heart and placed her tenderlyin the 
backseat of a policeman's car. 


"Every time | think | know what's what," Sookie says, "It turns out | don't know anything." 
Which has always been, to me, the mission statement of the show, after all: once you find 
the answer it stops being the answer. In this case: murder isn't always a case of repression, 
of the nighttime darkness coming out of people. Sometimes it's about abandon. 


Tara approaches, and before she and Sam can work out the night's duties, Sookie blurts, 
"Sweetie, how did you know the woman that got killed?" Tara's offended because Sookie's 
lost control again, and read her mind. Tara's relieved because every secret is a burden. She 
chokes out a half-hearted angry retort that goes quiet at the end, as she relaxes into tears. 
When she tells Sookie what Miss Jeanette was, what she meant to her and to her mother, 


Sookie immediately throws her arms around Tara, gulping that way she does. "You're going 
to have to tell the police about it," she reminds her, and Tara stares at the sky. She worries 
briefly about getting questioned, but she's innocent. The tears only come back when she 
realizes Lettie Mae will have to find out that Miss Jeanette is a fraud now. 


| like this show because it's a collection of the walking wounded, but it also makes it 
challenging for a lot of us, | think, because Sookie's hard to read. The entire point of Sookie, | 
would say, is that she's hard to read. There's a childlike part of us that would like to believe 
every story is really about us, and Sookie seems handpicked for that kind of Mary Sue-ing: 
she's beautiful, funny, kicks occasional ass, and everybody wants to fuck her. She gets the 
romance while everybody else gets fucked. But Sookie actively resists being a 
point-of-view character, in a way that takes a little bit of active understanding to 
comprehend because without visual clues you're supposed to remember that we're 
watching the story of awoman with a debilitating cognitive disorder, who cannot hear 
anybody talking to her because their thoughts are so loud, and can't communicate her 
essential normalcy to the world because of that same veil. 
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If you take the magic powers out of the equation, you're looking at awoman who hears 
voices pretty much constantly, and believes that everybody around her is out to get her, 
either sexually or physically or patronizingly. She's privy to the essential smallness of all of 
us, which we hide entirely through our clever choice of words: take out the magic powers 
and you're looking at a classic paranoid schizophrenic. Who happens to be right. None of 
this is visible, maybe that's the problem, that it all has to be portrayed through acting and 
the occasional verbal complaints about how hard it actually is to exist with this disorder. | 
mean, it's been a month since she met Bill and she's already seen like a billion people die, 
including her loved ones, but | don't really think she needs an alibi for her behavior: she's a 
weirdo. A lonely weirdo, in a story chock full of lonely weirdos, in fact a story 

peopled entirely by lonely weirdos. 


The day they tell us why House is the way he is, that show's over, because that's not really 
how people work: there's not like one thing. But | think Sookie's a lot easier to understand 
than House, especially once you stop trying on her clothes and let her exist in the story, but | 
can't imagine saying that House annoys you because he walks all fucked up, which is 
basically what we're doing when we expect Sookie to act normal. She's not normal, and just 
because we know she is neither mentally ill nor mentally deficient doesn't mean that what 
she is doesn't occasionally take part in both. What a stupid show this would be if Sookie 
were as perfect as she looks. The fact is that she and Bill are drawn together in part because 
they had lowered their expectations so low before they met, and represent for each other 
the very valid possibility of love, for the first time, in their lives. That's somewhat romantic, 
but mostly it's desperate, and horribly lonely. 


Bill stokes the fire and looks at his new charge: "Your bedtime will be at 4 AM and nota 
minute later." Jessica's still wearing her Hot Topic bepigtailed outfit and a sour expression, 
and doesn't care anymore. Frankly, | wouldn't either: I'd just be looking for the door. First 
they put her ina trunk, then they kill her, then they make her hang out in the back room of 
an awesome strip club, and then give her to the guy that killed her? Poor Jessica. "And whilst 
you are under my roof, hunting is completely forbidden." She lets "whilst" go, but points 
out that "in this bumfuck town" you could barely find people, much less eat them. 
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"We also recycle in this house. TruBlood and other glass items go in the blue container..." 
She stares at him, sort of tickled. "And paper products go in the white container." Jessica 
falls in love with his cell phone when it rings, and kicks into teenager mode, begging for one 
of her own. He blows her off hilariously, and answers. Sookie tells him "something real 
awful happened out here," and he's desperate to get away from Jessica, hoping that Sookie 
needs him. "| always need you," she says sweetly, with Sam over her shoulder, but tells Bill 
that knowing he's waiting will give her something to look forward to. 


"Jessica, I'm gonna have a guest coming over shortly," he says, still smiling sweetly from 
the call, and Jessica asks if they can eat her. "You may not!" he yelps, terribly offended. The 
best thing about Bill has always been his total dorkiness, and | love how Jessica seems 
tailor-made to bring that out so intensely. Is she his girlfriend? Yes. "Is she a vampire?" 
Jessica asks, thrilled to meet more of her people. Her family. "No," he admits, and she grins: 
even better. "Well, do | have to be nice to her?" Jessica asks, in her best hi daddy voice, and 
he asks her to go cleaned up. "Remove your makeup and make yourself presentable. | will 
not have you looking like a slattern." She goes whut and he explains, and she laughs 
uproariously. "AWESOME!" Poor, poor adorable Bill. 


Jason sits in the bed Amy died in, on the sheets she died in, reading from Newlin pére's book, 
lips moving needless to say: "The Acts of the Apostles, 26:18. 'Jesus informed Paul of his 
purpose: to open people's eyes, to turn them from darkness to light, and from the power of 
Satan unto God. If God is light, then Satan is darkness. If we human beings are the children 
of God, then creatures of darkness are undoubtedly... The children of Satan." This last 
questioning, staring into space with a highlighter in his hand, before he is struck suddenly 
with memories of Amy and falls over, on the sheets, and starts to cry again. 


Kenya stares at Tara in Bud's office. He's bewildered by the exorcism talk, but she's got 
some experience here: "Last time it was a pig in the middle of the road.Crazy-ass 
motherfucking Paul Bunyan pig, if memory serves. Plus, anaked woman." Andy screams in 
frustration, and Bud tells him to chill, but Tara stands by her story. All of them. "As far as we 
know," Bud explains, "Her name's Nancy Levoir, and she's been a cashier at DeSoto's 
pharmacy in Keachi for almost twenty years." Right, but also a voodoo bus out in the middle 
of the woods, Tara elaborates. Andy stomps around, getting scary now, and Bud tells him to 
chill out again, but Andy's not having it. 
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Andy brings up the fact that Tara poured him drink after drink, as though she didn't want 
him to discover what was going on. Which isa stretch, but also sad, because she was giving 
him drinks because she loved him, for a moment, and felt sorry to see somebody so 
obstructed on the path of who he wanted to be, like she used to be, before Maryann. Bud's 
finally had enough, and drags Andy from the room, still screeching. Kenya crosses her arms, 
staring down at Tara with a luxurious mmm-hmmm, while Bud tries to send Andy home. But 
because it can always get worse, Lettie Mae shows up already halfway up the tree, 
screaming and crying and shaking like a sick dog and being dramatic as usual. 


Back in the room, Tara's sort of horrified that they brought Lettie Mae in, but Kenya 
reminds her gently, "It's a murder investigation?" Heh. Lettie Mae sits down, shaking, and 
proceeds to make it all about her ("She saved my life!"), but Tara snaps into action when he 


mother appears, just like always. "Mama. There was no Miss Jeanette. She was just some 
woman who worked ina pharmacy. All that stuff on the bus, it wasn't real." Lettie Mae calls 
her a liar, says it's because she's still angry, and Tara says that yes, she is still angry, but her 
own exorcism was admittedly carnival tricks: "She gave me ipecac and peyote and made me 
think | was killing my demon." 


Kenya watches, sad, while Lettie Mae protests. "No! No! It is a sin to speak ill of the dead like 
that! She was a good woman," Lettie Mae protests. She's right. "No, Mama, it was ascam." 
Tara's right too. But Lettie Mae's more right, even though she's wrong about how and why, 
and how much, shouting up at poor Kenya: "She cured me! I'm all right now, ain't I? Ain't | 
still right?" Not really, not when you say it like that. Kenya's eyes bug out with how crazy 
Lettie Mae looks right now, but I don't know. | thought Tara was being stupid when she 
decided that the existence of Nancy ruled out the existence of Miss Jeanette, and even 
though Lettie Mae's not really selling it at the moment, being generally a nutcase, but: 
healed is healed. It's not work anybody else can ever do for you. 


Peyote, ipecac, crone stone and possum: those demons are yours, they belong to you, you 
can do with them whatever you wish, as long as you're strong enough to look them in the 
eye. That's all Miss Jeanette ever tried to teach them, and it's not all that different from 
what Maryann's always saying. So what makes Miss Jeanette a fraud that doesn't also make 
Maryann Forrester a fraud? (Or Amy Burley, for that matter? Or Lafayette?) That's all Lettie 
Mae's really saying, and | agree. | don't think either of them are frauds, any more than Tara 
is fraudulently being Tara, or Lettie Mae is faking being a loon; | just don't see how it 
matters. If | show you a door and you walk through it, right, and you're standing ina green 
field. And then | laugh at you because it wasn't really a door at all, it was just a door | painted 
on the wall with Acme paints, that's my problem. You're standing ina field. 
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Or the way that Tara's demon is still -- and watch Maryann still riding it, like a hag through 
the night -- about being essentially unable to reconcile Lettie Mae's darkness with the love 
she has for her mother. About needing to come down on one side or the other, and which 
story to tell: either she was an abused child, and deserves to be coddled and written a pass 
for her own horrible behavior, or she's a grownup with a bad past like the rest of us, who's in 
charge of her own behavior. Either way, as long as she casts this in the context of her abusive 
mother, she's missing the point: Lettie Mae opened the door, but now Tara's ina field, all 
alone, just telling stories instead of writing her own. 


But hang on, if that's not Lafayette in the car like we assumed, if once again the Gods have 
come down and traded Miss Jeanette for Lafayette, then: where is Lafayette? There's a 
dungeon underneath Fangtasia! that has a wheel in the ceiling, and filthy water drips down, 
and there are four people huddled, chained to the wheel in the ceiling, coughing and hellish, 
and when they need to piss or shit all four of them must labor together to turn the wheel, 
chained down under Fangtasia!, in order to get the one of them in need to where they need 
to be. To separate the shit and piss from the rest of the horror, and stay as human as they 
can. 


(Took a saint down to hell and all the people were starving, with fingernails grown out a yard 
or longer. Surrounded by fruits and meats and savory pies, and nobody could eat anything 
because their dang fingernails kept getting in the way. But it was so beautiful, and the 
smells so delicious: what must heaven be like, then? And the guy tells the saint, Same basic 


deal, only they've learned to feed each other. It's like that, only instead of fingernails anda 
buffet, it's shitting ina bucket.) 


The old man is desperate, begging for the bucket, and they pull together. There's a broken 
woman, there's Lafayette, and a man with the word SLUT written or scratched across his 
back, probably because he's a giant slut. The wheel groans and they are weak, but they get 
him there, just as he's cramping up. They all begin to weep, with pain and exhaustion and 
nausea, as he takes his dump. Avamp brings down a guy witha hood, kicking him roughly 
and chaining him to the wheel before grabbing the slut and taking him back upstairs. 


The guy they've brought down and chained up is Royce, the sexy survivor of the trio of white 
trash idiots that burned down Malcolm's nest. Three of them, three of us. Royce is the last. 
So we know why he's here, even though he's screaming that he doesn't and he probably 
doesn't. And | guess we know why Lafayette is there, even though he's not even sure 
himself: Eddie, vanished Eddie, whom Lafayette loved and drained before Amy and Jason 
kidnapped and killed him. Royce continues to shout and shake his chains, and Lafayette's 
last nerve is screaming: "Will you shut your mouth, you fucking inbreed?" Royce asks where 
the slut is going, and Lafayette doesn't know that either. "Sometimes there are screams." 
He doesn't know how long he's been there; it's been three weeks since they got him, out 
back behind Merlotte's, but he lost count a while back. 
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Sookie's finally in Bill's arms, talking to his chest and nuzzling and kissing and being 
generally ridiculous like they always are. Maybe more, so we'll be refreshed on how 
gag-inducingly wonderful they are together. He takes her face and tries to tell her about 
Jessica, but she gives more romance -- "No. Please, just... Shut up. Kiss me, just make it go 
away for just a little while" and the like -- and he gives in, of course, so they're about 
equally surprised when Jessica comes out onto the nubile banister in a soft towel: "You 
must be Sookie. Oh, Bill, | love your shower!" Sookie stares up at her, and Bill realizes he may 
well be sucking sunshine ina few. 


Tara apologizes to Lettie Mae outside the station, for pulling the curtain on Miss Jeanette. 
"In spite of everything you've done, there's some sick, sick part of me that can't bear to see 
you suffer," she says. As though compassion is a sickness, she says this. "And | thought if 
you found out Miss Jeannette was a fraud..." Lettie Mae has it together now, ina big way, 
and tries to explain again: "There wasn't no fraud. | am living, breathing, thriving proof 
there wasn't no fraud. I'm still healed. Healed stronger than ever." Tara believes, with tears 
in her eyes; she's impressed. "The good Lord tested our faith by taking Miss Jeanette away 
from us." And the inevitable bullshit kicks in: "I stayed true. | wish | could say the same 
about you, baby." She offers to pray for Tara as her daughter rolls her eyes; we've talked 
about how offensive that is before so | won't bring it up again, except to say that Lettie Mae 
is about halfway there, and thank God it's the right half, but damn, avoid her regardless. 


"I'm actually doing better than! haveina longtime," Tara starts to explain, but Lettie Mae 
is stillin a praying mood. For Miss Jeanette, then, given that there's clearly "something 
evil" out there that did, in fact, cut her heart out of her body, and Lettie Mae's convinced, 
quite rightly, that Tara's probably on the list. Tara doesn't hear her mother: she's wrapped 
in Maryann's arms now, like a soft warm towel. "That's my mother," she says distractedly, 
and heads to the car. And Maryann gets awesome, sticking her hand out, making Lettie 
Mae's hand goto her hair, grateful for the attention. 


"What a rare opportunity this is! I've always wondered what it would be like to gaze into the 
eyes of someone so devoid of human compassion that you would abandon your own child 
when she needed you most." Lettie Mae shakes her head, shocked and honestly confused. 
"Just as | thought," Maryann nods. "Emptiness. Nothing inside. It's always something Out 
There that gets all the blame, or all the credit. Whether it's Jesus or gin." 
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Lettie Mae pulls her hand back, jerks away like she's been burned. Like her heart is being 
carved out. It's validating, | guess, in a way. Except it's only validating if you, in turn, are 
interested in letting Lettie Mae take all the blame, or all the credit. Tara doesn't seem 
interested, because she's learned the first lesson Maryann teaches you: it's all on you, good 
and evil, both at once. And if you can't love and deal with your darkness, if you can't bear to 
look it, if the thought makes you so angry you can't think straight, then it's not love, and 
you are under the control of something dark. And you are lost. 


"What | can't believe is that your daughter still manages to feel any love for you at all. Since 
you've abused, neglected, betrayed and forsaken her love since the moment she could feel. 
That's extraordinary." She grabs Tara and bounces, leaving behind what's left of Lettie Mae: 
"She's a hell of a girl. Come on, let's get you home." 


So Bill killed this girl? Sookie's standing akimbo staring down at them both, in the drawing 
room, aghast. He is contrite; Jessica is livid, and avid, as usual. "Not entirely, no." Sookie 
says obviously he did something, and asks Jessica how old she is. Seventeen. "Oh my God, 
where are your parents?" Sookie shrieks adorably, and Jessica snorts. "Is she always like 
this?" Oh, yes. Even Bill almost nods. "So what then, you... Bit her?" Yes. "You drained 
her?" Even more contritely, yes. "Did you have sex with her?" He screams in the negative, 
and Jessica shouts, "Ew, old!?" 


Bill looks at her briefly, continually horrified by her, and tries to explain: Jessica was brought 
a condition of his punishment, to replace Longshadow. Jessica hasn't heard this part, yet, 
and her eyes scan Sookie's face wonderingly: "So this is all your fault." Sookie and Bill feel 
weird both separately and together, and Bill finally sends Jessica off to bed, kindly as he can. 
"My sleeping quarters are beneath the stairs. And you may stay there until we make other 
arrangements." She protests, and he orders her; she must obey, and slumps away. 
"Compared to Fangtasia!, this blows!" Truer words, darlin’. 


Sookie's not sure what to think. Bill explains they have to take care of Jessica for now: "At 
her age, with her impulses, she could be quite dangerous." Which of course causes Sookie to 
wonder exactly where she's been tonight: Eric and Pam dropped her off a few hours ago. "So 
there's no way she could have anything to do with the woman at Merlotte's with her heart 
missing?" At first he shouts in the negative, feelings hurt, but then shrugs a reluctant 
",..Probably not." Sookie shivers and then... makes it all about her, as usual. "Two weeks 
and you never said anything. I've laid in bed for hours, talking about my life, your life, the 
weather, rules of football, and not once did you mention that you slept with and killed..." -- 
Bill jumps up and shouts at this -- "...Aseventeen-year-old girl." 
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Except he did kill her, and technically he did sleep with her, wrapped around her in the 
grave, like a mother and a father at once. He sits down again, calming down, explaining that 


his great tragedy is being a vampire and he would never willingly turn anybody else, incase 
they were unlucky enough to be the type to constantly cry and whine about it like he does. 
It's not easy, he explains, to share the pain of that; Sookie is so far out in front of the pack on 
this that it takes him a second to realize what she's saying, or how awesome it is: "If I'm with 
you, and she's with you, then she is with me. And I'm sure as heck sharing in that." She is 
with me, simple as that. | love Sookie. Even if she tells him to fuck off in a second, it doesn't 
change the fact that Jessica's hers now, in the family, just like Amy was, through Jason, 
before she died, or Rene through Arlene, before he stopped existing. 


Bill swears he was just protecting Sookie, but she points out that if Jessica hadn't pissed off 
Eric and Pam, Sookie still wouldn't know about her existence: "That's not protecting me, 
that's lying to me." And if Bill lies about this crap, what else is he lying about? He says 
nothing, after along silence, and | honestly think he believes that's it. Because it's the only 
problem that hasn't been solved; the other things he never told her were solutions, not 
problems. Nevertheless, she's not staying. She crosses her arms in her hotpants and 
reminds him how she's shared "every dark, horrible corner" of her life with him, and didn't 
get the same from Vampire Guy. "I'ma lot stronger than you think," she says, but then 
proves it by crossing to the door, walking through it, and heading home. 


Cute little fetishized Steve Newlin (in Shreveport) from the Fellowship of the Sun argues 
with good old Nan Flanagan (in Tokyo) ona TV talk show. His first point: they've cheated 
death, therefore life has no meaning, which makes it easy for them to kill. (True.) Nan's first 
point, also true, is that they were all alive at some point, and remember the "joy of human 
life," and anyway, if life's so goddamn sacred why did several of Steve's "kind" find it 
necessary to burn a whole nest down three weeks ago? He is angry, shaking his head in mock 
bewilderment, as she explains that his assertion about the cheapness of life is really just an 
incitement to his nutsack supporters to come kill the rest of her people. 


Steve reacts, as conservatives have seen fit to do more and more recently for some weird 
reason, by changing the subject to how he's a victim of all kinds of persecution. Well, and 
also that Nan's people killed his father, which is most likely true, but the whole victim 
stance freaks me out. The awesomest thing about being a conservative is not playing that 
card the way liberals constantly do, and nowit's all, "Stop being so intolerant of my hate 
and intolerance!" Presumably because some smart conservative figured out that 
Democrats will do anything to avoid looking like the bad guy, including turning into 
Republicans, once you start accusing them of bias or hatred, no matter how stupid the 
accusation is. 
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Steve's wife, the amazing Sarah, sits to the side, saying the words along with him, wearing 
the headphones and watching on a monitor: "My father's death was an assassination, pure 
and simple. A killing meticulously planned, ruthlessly executed. From there, all we have to 
askis who stands the most to gain." Nan's final word regards the Reverend's impressive 
ability to turn his grief over losing his father into yet more political grandstanding. Instead 
of addressing this salient point, he changes topic again: "It's a beautiful sunny morning in 
America, Miss Flanagan. | wish you were here." He gives a scary smile, but one neither as 
scary nor charming as hers: "Give me twelve hours, Reverend. I'll be right there." Nan 
Flanagan still gives me the pee shivers. " May His holy light shine upon you," Steve brightly 
says goodbye to the host, and they sign off. 


Sarah takes off the cans and she's all over him: "You're so handsome. You're getting good 
at this!" It's only been what, a month since his parents and brother or sister died in Dallas? 
He nods, tiredly. "| have a long way to go. Any notes?" She tells him he sounds too much like 
a preacher, and he laughs, but she says she's thinking ahead: "You could be governor of 
Texas if you play your cards right." They laugh about how he had Nan "cornered" and how 
cool it would have been if her fangs had come out. Later on, at a book signing, Orry Dawson 
approaches with Jason in tow. They're attracted to him instantly, his poster boy looks and 
sick body and the light that, despite his best efforts and serious liabilities, shines out 
brighter than anything; they lean forward. But never so excited as when they hear his name, 
and place of origin. Sarah shows her teeth. 


"Wait, Bon Temps? Weren't you the poor soul they were accusing of these terrible 
murders?" He was, but he was saved, and finally feels like God has a purpose for him, thanks 
to Orry's witness. Sarah says Steve is hers, and Steve says we all have one, and Jason 
attempts to speak, to make friends, to get closer to them. "I've been reading your father's 
book, and it's really making me, umm..." Find the word, Jason. "Think? About things?" Heh. 
That's my boy. Steve busts out how the "true message" is "love," despite those "liberal 
wingnuts" who point out that Newlin Sr.'s message of love sure is confusing amid all the 
spewing vitriol and hate. 


Jason misses the finer points of this, but love sounds good. He indicates one of the many, 
many highlightered pages: "Well it's just like he says in the book, I'm coming from the 
darkness into the light." Orry shoots eyebrows at Steve about how enthusiastic Jason is, and 
his potential, and Steve takes his message. Orry was one of the Reverend's closest advisors, 
so it means a lot when he suggests Jason for the Light of Day Institute, a leadership 
conference in Texas that's mostly like asummer camp for lunatics. "Think of it asa 
springboard for fulfilling your destiny," Steve says, and it doesn't take too long to get to the 
point. This is a business. It's not about getting money from Jason, it's about using Jason to 
make money. And to kill, to create hatred, to put him forward as a true leader, as aman 
who's suffered from fangs and their hangers-on more than anything. Somewhere in there, 
it's about God. Basically. 
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When Jason asks how much it'll cost, Steve honestly doesn't know, but Sarah sure does. 
"Twelve hundred dollars. We cover room, board and transportation and you just pay for your 
class fees." They agree that it's a hardship, but tell him to pray on it: "There's no price for 
salvation," they say, and "God'll give you asign." Jason gazes at them, crushing already, in 
puppy love. "Okay. I'll pray on it. God'II give me asign." Steve caresses his face. Jason's 
parents died when he was nine years old. Jason's parents were never this rich, or this 
focused and direct; they were never this beautiful. 


Speaking of charisma, Sam's finally brought the bag of money to Maryann's crazy house. 
Karl the Pig Manservant, with an awesome weird accent, notes that she was expecting him 
last night. "Uh, yeah, there was a bit of a... Amurder in my parking lot?" Karl motions him in 
and says he'll look for Maryann. Her house is self-consciously eclectic, a bricolage of 
cultures, the sensuous and the playful. Beautiful and irritating in a very specific Rachel 
Getting Married, upper-class, Maggie Gyllenhaal way. There's an underlying theme but we 
can't see it yet; by the time you do, it's too late. His eyes fall ona classic 

Mycenaean phi statue on one table that he remembers, a goddess with arms curved up over 
her head, calling the dead to life and the living to abandon. Her body isa knife. 


It was windy. The puppy came out of the forest and ran toward a house, in through the 
doggy door. It was as though the house simply sprang up in his path; called into existence, 
perhaps, by his need and the curious divides and gaps within his soul. The puppy stood on 
two legs, and was Sam. He'd been traveling for a while, all alone, hunting for scraps, stealing 
in the dead of night to stay alive; he was an abomination, on the run. On the table was a 
sumptuous spread, and it smelled so good and it was so beautiful he chomped down a 
turkey leg without thinking twice. Later, as he crept naked through the house, quietly filling 
a bag with the most expensive looking of her forest of too many things, the statues and the 
dollies and the masks and objets, his eyes fell on a classic Mycenaean phistatue on one table: 
a goddess, with arms curved up over her head. Her body was a knife. 


Sam was taken by the statue, he picked it up, mesmerized, and Maryann appeared in her 
nightie and robe, grinning. "How did you get in here?" He swallowed, terrified, with the 
goddess in his hands. "If you'd broken it, I'd be really angry." He offered to leave, and she 
laughed: In this weather? He wasn't even wearing clothes. "You are very interesting," she 
said. "How old are you?" Seventeen. Practically hers anyway, and adorable. Her hands play 
across her lips, and she smiled. He stared back. 
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Karl reappears: "It's a beauty, isn't it? Mycenaean, I'm told." You'd know. He says 
Maryann's still asleep, and Sam goes away again: "Just tell her | have something for her." 


What's funny about myths is that they start someplace, and end up bringing the whole 
thing back with them: You don't want your kids to go out in the woods at night, for example, 
because they'll come home dead or eaten or injured. So you tell them a story about the 
woods at night, that basically is meant to make them afraid of the woods at night. But on 
the inside of your head, where you actually live, the woods at night already mean something 
else scary: your woods, yournight. Gods thrive on belief, but that's not where they come 
from. So the story takes on a power of its own -- something Out There gets all the blame, all 
the credit -- and before you know it you're avoiding the woods at night not because of 
injury or attack, but so you don't piss off the woods. 


Anyway, the Stove pointed out that basically Sookie's entire life, when she's not getting off 
and getting high on her boyfriend's bodily fluids, or finding dead bodies or naked 
dog-people or the rest of things she's always finding at bad times, is this here now: sitting 
at the kitchen table in a morose sideways evening light, listening to oldies and feeling sad. 
Finally she pulls it together and goes into Gran's room for the first time in almost a month. 
Suddenly it is quiet. She walks carefully. There's a glass of water on the nightstand, the bed 
is unmade; she can hear Adele's spirituals, beautiful songs about salvation. She picks up her 
Gran's knitting from the comfy chair, and she smells it. 


And within the hour, she's gathering the jewelry and pieces of her grandmother's life 
together, deciding what to KEEP and what goes to GOODWILL, and she's randomly cut her 
finger and is sucking on the blood when the doorbell rings. Long story short, it's Sid Matt 
Lancaster, the lawyer, who has arrived to inform her that Great-Uncle Bartlett has passed 
on. Bartlett, who found a girl already unable to speak, and took away her voice. Bartlett, 
who chased Hadley into the arms of death, and madness, and royalty. Sookie's unable to 
deal with any of this, and as usual can't produce anything like an appropriate affect, so he 
just assumes she's grieving: Bartlett was, to Sid Matt Lancaster, a kind, giving man. Sid 
Matt Lancaster was proud to call him friend. But is this because Sid Matt Lancaster is an 


idiot, or aconspirator? Or is it possibly because people are larger than even their greatest 
sins? 
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Sid Matt Lancaster explains that Bartlett's body was found a few miles south of his town, 
having fallen into Walnut Creek by accident. The rest is just a monologue: Bill's Theme 
starts to play across the scene as Sookie realizes what he's done. "There's no sign of 
burglary or forced entry at the house, and he was such a sweet old man that there'd be no 
reason to hurt him, anyway," Sid Matt Lancaster says. There were not any marks or 
anything, once the gators were done with him, and he'd been in there for a few weeks. 


She doesn't feel sorry for him. There's no sorrow to be had for him. But this is another 
choice, taken away, and a choice having to do specifically with choices, taken away. This is 
validation and it is hateful and it's scary. Her boyfriend is a loaded gun, a killer by nature; he 
looked her right in the eye and said that he had no more secrets from her. And that was a lie, 
and that was one more choice taken away. It makes things easier, but she didn't necessarily 
need things to be easier. She needed things to be real. 


There's no sorrow to be had, not for Bartlett, but he can still reach out and hurt her, evenin 
death. " Your Great-Uncle Bartlett cared for you deeply," Sid Matt Lancaster says. "He 
stated in his will that he wished for you to inherit all his financial assets... It's a token of how 
special you were to him," Sid Matt Lancaster says, and her stomach flips over. Eleven 
thousand dollars, as a token of how special she once was. The blood from her cut finger mars 
the envelope, but she keeps her food down. 


Some kind of "Girl From Ipanema" crap plays across Maryann's pool; she joins Tara and 
Eggs briefly on the edge, handing them a joint and staring across at a huge painting, likea 
temple fresco: Pan, and his human lover. Tara asks if she has a name, but Maryann just 
smiles, and this is key: "She could be any of us, couldn't she? The Greeks knew there is the 
flimsiest veil between us and the divine. They didn't see the Gods as being inaccessible, the 
way everyone does today." His human lovers had magical powers: they reveled in their 
panic, in their sudden passions; they could draw down the moon. Tara laughs: her mother is 
a stranger to the distance between us and God: "She thinks she's got a direct line to Jesus." 


Eggs laughs, but Maryann only smiles. "You have an uncanny talent for connecting 
everything back to your mother." Tara knows Lettie Mae deserved it, deserved to have her 
heart ripped out and more, but... Maryann's not interested in talking about it, and hands 
Tara more of that sage advice she never quite understands: "If you took care of yourself for 
once instead of protecting her? She'd still be your mother, you'd just be happier." She's 
right. Tara looks down, and Maryann runs off for more papaya. 
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Eggs smiles at Tara again, almost bashful, playful, and they pass the joint. "Doesn't it seem 
like she's got an endless supply of tropical fruit?" Tara giggles. "And pot." He hadn't 
noticed, he's been smoking pot since he was ten. "My first kumquat? Three months ago." 
He pops it in his mouth with delight. She sticks her feet in the pool, laughing at her 
twelve-year-old self for feeling brave with cigarettes. He did worse; he saw worse. She asks 
suddenly if he's been with Maryann, and he stares at her. "You must be high!" She smiles, 
but he's serious also: "She's so far beyond me, it's like she's on another plane. I'm starting 


to get her more and more every day, but | think the main idea is, we're all luckier than we 
can imagine." The painting stands between them, as they sit, framed by decadence; his 
hand is on her knee. 


Tara's thoughts turn to the body -- her first -- last night, and he illustrates his point: 
"You're lucky you made it this far before seeing one." And of all the ones he's seen, he's 
lucky in turn not to be one of them... And that she hasn't moved his hand yet. She giggles, 
stoned in the sun, and he leans into kiss her. 


"Fresh towels!" Karl says, having appeared out of nowhere, even though they aren't wet. 
She jumps. "They're Egyptian..." Eggs thanks him and he vanishes again; she stands to 
change for work, and inside Maryann smiles at her, in the kitchen. And when she's gone, 
Maryann summons Karl to her, slamming him into the floor with one great fist. "Nobody 
needed towels!" she thunders, and steps over him and away as he moans. 


On the road crew, Jason wrestles once again with his particular angel: in this case, the 
shadow and the light of Rene, Drew Marshall. The man who killed his grandmother and the 
only woman he really ever loved; who tried to kill his sister, and killed his own sister. The 
man only Jason knows how close he came to becoming. I've said and maintain that Jason 
had all the ingredients to be a Drew Marshall -- that strange sexual attraction to vampires 
and their familiars, that troubled projecting protectiveness toward his sister -- but was 
only saved by this: his ability to love past any amount of hate. The man who killed his 
grandmother, his only parent since Jason was nine years old? "I guess | do miss that son of a 
bitch. He was my best friend." 


Hoyt misses him too, but acknowledges that they never really knew Rene, not really. Jason 
can't believe that God would let Rene fall, and die, for no reason at all. "When | was in jail, 
the Fellowship of the Sun? They came to visit me." Hoyt wrinkles his nose, but Jason tries to 
explain to him about how they're not just about hate, how the true message is love. He's not 
got it figured quite yet, and explaining it to Hoyt isn't helping, but he knows that if he's 
going to find answers, it will be with them. Hoyt points out that they've got churches in Bon 
Temps, the kind that teach you Christian love, and no hate. Jason shakes his head 
condescendingly; Hoyt's caught up on the hate. "The Fellowship, it's bigger than that. 
When I'm there, | feel like I'm meant to be a part of it, like | got a calling from Jesus. Or from 
Steve Newlin himself." 
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Hoyt's not impressed. Sookie arrives and Jason approaches her gingerly. Hoyt apologizes for 
last night's panic, and she thanks him, and then gives Jason the check from Bartlett. "He 
left us an inheritance. Well, he left me the inheritance, but | don't want it." He doesn't take 
it right away; it feels like a hundred pounds in her hands, but he can't process it yet. Why 
would he leave her the money, when Jason loved him more? She can't talk, won't explain, 
just shoves it at him, finally yelling. "Jason! | do not want it." She shakes it in his face, and 
he finally takes it, and she's so much lighter. And when she's gone, he looks at the amount, 
and up tothe sun: His holy light, shining down. "Thank you," Jason says to the sun, through 
the trees, and smiles. His answer. 


The woman rode him, in her bed, still in that black nightie. He was seventeen, the same age 
Jessica is now. Practically hers already. "Is this what you imagined it would feel like?" Sam 
was naked; it was not. "All right, you stay with me," she said, "And we will do things... That 


you cannot possibly imagine." She arched her back over him; her arms curved up, over her 
head, like a goddess. The lines began to blur; he couldn't see her face anymore. "Don't 
stop," she hummed over him. "Don't stop." He got scared and flipped her off of him, 
begging to understand: what is she? She could be any of us. "Baby boy," she grinned 
lasciviously, full of power, "You're not the only one who's special in this world." 


Sam's reverie in his office is interrupted; Arlene drags him back to the present witha 
frenzied knocking. "| don't know when you're planning on hiring another waitress, but me 
and Sookie are fixing to drop dead from exhaustion." She shows him her fingernails: "Nine 
out of ten, broken!" He apologizes, but she's ahead of him again, dragging in a lovely young 
lady named Daphne who has arrived looking for work. "| used to work at the Cracker Barrel 
in Alexandria," Daphne lies, and Arlene asks, on her way out, if she can start parking by his 
trailer, instead of near the latest murder scene. "I love you!" she says in her beautiful, bright 
way, and scoots. "Nine out of ten," she whispers, and he shakes his head, greeting Daphne 
like a gentleman. "Daphne, right? | like the name." She says it's French -- her mom's 
half-Cajun -- but it's a lot older than that. 


The wheel beneath Fangtasia! keeps turning. Royce has not shut up since he arrived last 
night. "Some people think I'm an asshole," he blurts, and Lafayette's surprise is 
underrehearsed and overcooked. "It's true! | pick fights with strangers, I've cussed out old 
ladies. | even pissed in my boss's coffee once." Lafayette tells him it's not necessary or 
called for to tell him this shit, but he keeps going. Royce asks what they do instead of 
talking, then, and Lafayette admits that mostly he thinks about how he got there. "All the 
shit I've done in my life -- the drugs, the sex, the website -- | did it so my life wouldn't bea 
dead end. And this is where | end up?" He rattles his chain, frustrated by the punchline. 
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"Well see, that's why we've got to talk. We have to tell each other all the shit we've done. 
That way, if one of us gets out, he can tell the world about both of us." Royce starts to cry, 
this time in real panic. "I just hope it's me." Heh. Lafayette says that if it'll make him feel 
better, by all means keep babbling. "When | was twenty, my cousin Rufus, he was going out 
with this girl who claimed she could crush a beer can. With her tits. And one night, when we 
were alone, | asked her to show me. One beer can lead to another, and before you knew it, 
she was crushing my head. With her tits. Rufus came home, and he was so mad he threw me 
out of the window. My hip shattered into a million pieces, and they replaced it with metal. 
My ass is magnetic now..." 


The tawdry, boring nature of Royce's indiscretions have pushed Lafayette too far. "| pray to 
God you ain't the last motherfucker | meet before | die," he sighs, but Royce isn't done. 
What about Lafayette? No regrets? "Well, | got in trouble with my boss once for punching 
out three stupid rednecks at the bar." Oh, the AlDSburger. Finest moment ever filmed in 
Merlotte's. Royce laughs, and asks if he really regrets it; of course he doesn't. "Yeah. Hey, 
I'm sorry | hassled you for being gay. | was an asshole about it." Lafayette, | can't even tell if 
he's being sarcastic, maybe he can't either anymore: "Well, at least | got through to you." 
Either way, it's funny. "If it makes you feel any better, when | was fifteen, at Safety Patrol 
Camp, | let my bunkmate blow me." Royce weeps, and the sheer gorgeous eloquence with 
which Lafayette casts his eyes to heaven could make you cry just as hard. 


The wheel turning becomes Terry's order caddy, spinning around at the bar, as Andy 
harasses strangers about Nancy Levoir, Miss Jeannette. Nothing. Tara's surprised Jason and 


Hoyt have ordered Abida Light, since they usually have pitchers of Dixie draft, but Sookie 
shakes her head. Jason's not drinking, and Hoyt says his mama wants him to watch his 
weight. Arlene chimes in from the side -- "She's one to talk, that woman's got more chins 
than a Chinese phonebook" -- which makes Tara laugh in spite of herself. 


One of those particularly Bon Temps hos -- this one looking like Busy Phillips let her 
monkey loose again -- approaches, trying to get Jason to drink with her, and if no, then to 
fuck her, and if no, then he and Hoyt must be "gay together." They don't really respond to 
this, because God. She turns to Hoyt, who stutters and stammers enough in the first two 
seconds that she's turned him down before he can forma word. "I don't teach," she turns 
to Jason, "| absorb." That's inscrutable. | hate it when ho talk doesn't make sense. | see 
what she's saying, ina purely pedagogical sense, but there is the stink of pun on it that | 
can't figure out. "Bubba. I'd rather stay pure for that leadership conference, but if you 
wanna hit that, man, I'm cool." Jason is a good friend, but Hoyt likes them nicer than that, 
and besides, he says, he's not much of a... "Hitter." See, if that were a pun | would be all over 
it. 
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Andy's still yelling at the customers, this time about the trashbags they found in his car, 
and when he leaves the lady turns back to her over-the-booth neighbor and continues 
gossiping. It would seem that the conventional wisdom, or at the least this meanspirited 
lady, are saying that Rene Lenier or Marshall or whatever, the American Vampire League 
wanted to teach hima lesson so they dug him up and turned him into one of their own. So 
maybe he was the one that killed Miss Jeanette. Apparently you can still smell the blood 
back there. Gosh. Bon Temps is a hard motherfucker. | can't even talk about blood at the 
blood bank. | make them call it transmission fluid. 


"Better be careful, Rene Marshall might still get you!" They laugh, high-pitched squeals 
that belie their earlier, and later, panic. But sadly, of course, Arlene's standing right there. 
She slams down their orders. "Don't you people have any shame? His name was Drew 
Marshall. And he's dead, and he's buried, and he ain't never coming back." Arlene bursts 
into tears. He's dead, and she loved him, or she loved a man who looked like him, and spoke 
with a Cajun accent. But is she crying because she's an idiot, or so desperate that she could 
have in retrospect dealt with the serial killer thing, or married him in jail? Or because any of 
us are larger than our greatest sin? Terry appears, and throws down money from his wallet 
on both tables, kicking the bitches out, hiding behind his nutty reputation the same way 
Sookie always does -- "Keep walking! Don't eyeball me!" -- and when Arlene throws her 
arms around him gratefully, he very deliberately and carefully takes one lock of her hair, and 
smells it delightedly. Like a sunset, after a bomb went off. 


Sookie asks what church this leadership conference is for, and Jason lies, saying the first 
word he sees over his sister's shoulder: "Marlboro. Baptist. In Baton Rouge. It's only fora 
week. Just give me a chance to get away from everything..." She can identify; she tells him 
about cleaning out Gran's room, how hard it was to pack up anything at all. He nods, a 
million miles away. "I know. | miss her too. And I'm hoping maybe God'll tell me why he had 
to take good people away, like Gran. And Amy..." She's shocked. "Jason, Amy was aV 
addict." 


(The metaphor from the forums | liked best is that V is like kiddie porn: just by doing it, you 
take part directly in something awful. Tobacco, pot, even coke you have to follow the blood 


and death back a bit before you get implicated, but Vis not like that. V comes directly from 
the bodies of a minority that couldn't legally marry until a couple of days ago, usually 
through torture, and usually ending in a sunshiny morning. V addict means the Rattrays; 
she's not calling Amy a pothead. She's calling Amy a murderer, which is what she is.) 
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But she's much larger than that, too: "Yeah, that don't mean she deserved to die." Sookie 
stares at him. What does that mean, "deserve to die"? Who among us, what sins are large 
enough, that anybody deserves to die? And more to the point, once something's happened, 
once it stops being a shadow inside and starts being a fact, once somebody kills someone 
for hurting you, and lies to your face about it, what then? If Amy, V addict Amy -- anda 
thousand things Sookie doesn't know about but Jason sure as fuck does, Jason who loved 
Eddie even as he tortured him -- if Amy didn't deserve to die, where does that put Bill? How 
does Jason reconcile these things? Where does he get this strength? 


"| can't help it, Sook, | loved her. And when you love someone you've got to love it all. 
Otherwise it ain't love." She realizes his point, and she doesn't like it. But if she loves Bill, if 
she's going to love him as a grown woman, if they're going to be an adult couple instead of 
the kind content only to go running through graveyards in flowy white dresses, she's got to 
reconcile the fact that he has killed. Alot. Bartlett and Jessica for starters, but also hundreds 
of years of humans, as a vampire, and who knows how many fellows, when he was a soldier? 
When you love someone, you've got to love it all. 


And it's not to say you have to approve, or sit idly by. Whoever told you approval and love 
were the same thing fucked you up real good. We spend so much time creating fictions 
around ourselves where we're the hero, or the constant victim, in which we have no power 
at all. And anything that doesn't fit into that world, anything that seems dark because it's 
unfamiliar, or scary, or comes too close to things we can't accept about ourselves, gets 
shoved into the dark. Amy wasn't perfect. Nobody is perfect. Whoever told you perfection is 
what earns you love fucked you up too. Love is not something we do to absolve others of 
their faults. To love is to do ourselves the favor of growing larger and more compassionate. 
Choosing not to love Amy because of her faults and her behavior isn't a choice, it's just 
blindness. Jason is saying that you see the whole person, not an edited-down version. You 
take the darkness in one hand, and the light in the other, and you pray to God for the 
strength to reconcile them. That's all compassion is. 


Andy approaches drunkenly hitching up his pants and ready to harass Jason, his favorite 
pastime; Sookie takes off with a kiss on the cheek and heads into the main room, where Bud 
and his wife are entering, having just won some kind of ugly-costumed dance competition 
like they used to have on TVall the time in the '90s. (The digital video has trouble with the 
tracking shot from the door back around to the bar, making it look like Maryann's vibes fora 
second, but I'd imagine on DVD it won't look that weird.) Tara rolls her eyes at their rich 
pageantry, and Sookie comes looking for Sam. She wants to go find Bill, the whole person, 
and hear the stories about Jessica and Bartlett from their lips; if she doesn't, then it's not 
love. Tara hugs her about Bartlett; Sookie changes the subject immediately. 
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Jessica nearly spits out the A- and Bill holds up one petulant finger so she won't. "Less like 
ass than the A+, but more like ass than the B-." Herolls his eyes, beyond frustrated trying 


to find the right TruBlood for her, so she can stay alive. Bill Compton is the funniest fucking 
person on the planet, probably. | never noticed because he's so obnoxious and sentimental 
and sexist, but this season, those things just add to the hilarity of him. What a marvelous 
character! | finally get it. "Two thirds of new vampires never survive the first year!" he 
worries, and she points out she can hardly help having not yet acquired the taste for a 
substance not a single vampire relishes. " You know, Eric let me feed on a guy with tattoos, 
and nipple piercings." Bill informs her that he is not Eric. WE KNOW! "You are so not Eric," 
she moans, shoving the A- across the table, into the incorrect recycling container. 


Sookie goes to see Sam, who's sitting on his trailer steps looking lost and on a beer that is 
not his first. He doesn't want to talk about his day, how he revisited the site of his greatest 
terror, not to say religious trauma, but on top of Miss Jeanette's body in his parking lot it's a 
lot to deal with. She starts to ask about leaving early to visit Bill, and when he interrupts her, 
she tries to explain, and he cuts her off again. She stands, suddenly a bit smaller, and 
considers him. "| guess I've owed you an apology for a while now. | never meant to hurt you, 
Sam." 


The timeline here is that she basically dated him for a couple of days last month, 
championed him over Bill, managed to get both him and Bill mauled by Rene and the sun 
respectively before saving her own ass, and then backed right off again -- just after it was 
too late, and he'd lost Tara. So after three weeks of that, he learned about Maryann, and 
now has easily 99 problems, of which Sookie is not currently one, as he hastens to make 
clear. 


"Don't it seem like you're always either apologizing or yelling at me? Don't you get sick of 
it?" She shocked, but he goes on. "Because | sure do. | can't be whatever you want, 
whenever you want anymore. I'm tired of charring my ass on your back burner." Wow. A 
speech Lafayette would have been proud to hear! He hustles back into the bar angrily, 
telling her she'll need to make up the hours. 


Andy's screaming at old people about Miss Jeanette, accusing an old man on an O2 tank of 
lying to him about where his prescriptions come from, and he stumbles into Bud, who takes 
him off the case after a little bit more of that Andy Bellefleur attitude. Andy is totally the 
Colonel Tigh of this show. He is so awful and impotent that he just becomes amazing. "Bud. 
I'ma good cop. I can close the case, let me show people that, please." Bud asks him to do 
something else, but here's the thing about Andy -- and the reason Tara couldn't help but 
indulge him, last night: "| don't do anything else. This is it." Bud's sorry, but damn. Andy 
pouts, and stomps away with yet more beer. 
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Sam has graduated to shots, and is now sweating profusely. He was in bed, still naked, still a 
child, when she got into the shower. He was terrified, and jumped up. In the armoire were 
polos, dungarees, clothes that fit him perfectly; called into existence, perhaps, by his need 
and the curious divides and gaps within his soul. In the drawer was a shitload of cash; he 
shoved it all into a pillowcase. She was nowhere to be seen. 


Maryann appears in Sam's office doorway, grinning wildly. "You have something of mine!" 
He jumps to his feet, and she closes the door behind herself. Her presence is menacing, her 
smile is engaging. "Karl said you stopped by with a gift. | do love presents!" He presents her 
fearfully with the trashbag full of money, trying to be strong, to pay tribute to whatever 


force she embodies: "| don't know how you found me, but | assume this is what you came 
for." He's honest, as ever: "I'm sorry. | was young and scared at the time." She takes it, and 
he steps back as quickly as if she were coiled and ready to strike. "| remember," she smiles 
dreamily, crouching and opening the bag. 


Maryann smiles, and rewrites the story with him inside: still a child, still naked puppy Sam, 
provincial and ignorant. And she is arrogant, and very old, and wise. And she is laughing: 
"Money? Oh, you sweet thing. It's not your money | want." He asks if this is about getting to 
him through Tara, luring her into Maryann's world, and she's nearly offended: "Get back at 
you? How in the world did you get the impression that this was about you?" Eggs sits at the 
bar, smiling at Tara. 


Tara can't believe he still wants to see her, that Eggs hitched a ride all the way from her 
palace just to say hi. "You're either dumber than | thought, or you're way too good for me." 
Maryann, Eggs, we don't like that kind of talk: "| just wanted to see where you work." She 
reminds him how "lucky" he is: the bartender likes him, and the drinks are on the house. He 
asks her for something sweet and she lists them, distracted by his beauty, looking around 
her at the bar: "I can make you arum and Coke? A margarita? Turns into his kiss: Or a White 
Russ..."" Um, he totally meant a kiss? So he takes it; she leans in hungrily, and Sam and 
Maryann walk out from the back, watching it. And nobody offers them any fucking towels. 


(Interestingly, Maryann has chosen for this visit a sideways-pony-thing that makes her 
look eerily like Pat Benatar from the "Love Is A Battlefield" video, which is about a runaway 
who finds the city is harder to survive than she thought. There's a bad man, for example, 
who takes advantage of the young and the lost; who might rip out the hearts of those who 
would protect his charges, and fail them. She writes letters home to her little brother, who 
looks like Puppy Sam, but the years take their toll. And then -- it's like something out of 
Euripedes, it's impressive -- he attacks a girl, and Benatar rallies the troops, and the manis 
menaced like Pentheus by this army of wild women, dancing in this sort of half-erotic, 
half-manic group choreography, and the dude actually joins their dance for a while before 
he is baptized with a G&T to the face, but then instead of destroying him or chasing him into 
the street, the women leave him behind, and head out into the dawn.) 
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Sookie arrives just as Bill's gotten Jessica to agree that two parts O- to one part B+ is "not so 
gross," and is of course adorably over the moon about it. He's just as overjoyed to see her (Is 
it love? Or panic?) but she approaches Jessica first, speaking honestly and respectfully and 
more than alittle affectionately, and Jessica's posture converts from back for more, 

bitch? to please be my best friend before she's even done. "Jess, | feel like we got off toa bad 
start. And it's totally my fault. | never got a chance to hear your side of things, find out what 
you're like, none of that. Can you forgive me?" 


Jessica's a bit wary: "You really want to get to know me?" Sookie smiles sweetly. "Of course 
| do. You deserve that. And, frankly, I'm curious about you!" Charming as hell, able to be 
human ina way she can't be when she's around humans; not even Tara gets this side of her. 
Jessica doesn't want to be friendly, but she's clearly taken. "I've just got one huge favor to 
ask. Give me tonight with my boyfriend, and we'll have all night tomorrow to ourselves. Just 
us girls." Bill's impressed, because of course he would have no idea that teenage girls ARE 
PEOPLE and would like to be approached LIKE PEOPLE, and would thus find this whole deal 
to be like this eldritch mystery. 


(Stephen Moyer, | read his interviews a lot because | really like him and | really like knowing 
what he's doing with the character, because until now | didn't get the character at all, 
because he just seems awful to me -- dorky when he's not being controlling, scary when 
he's not being petulant -- but he said the most awesome thing, which is that if you said the 
word "daughter" to Bill Compton, he'd think of a "beautiful little well-mannered Victorian 
beauty." And instead: Jessica, "this hideous, sex-and-blood hungry seventeen-year-old." 
That's so beautiful. | love imagining Bill Compton dressing up his American Girl Civil War 
Dolly and brushing her hair with the brush he bought separately, right, and then in comes 
Jessica dressed like Courtney Love and throwing used tampons around the place like 
Molotov cocktails. The fact that Jessica is about fifty times more interesting than Kit 
Kittredge and Nancy Spungeon, combined, is something only this show could do.) 


For example, | didn't know | loved Jessica as much as the idea of Jessica until | saw her fall in 
love with Sookie just now, and realize how sad and lonely and desperate to connect she 
really is. |can see her really getting to appreciate the dorkiness of both her new parents, 
even if she never ends up like them. So Jessica smiles sweetly and then without even 
stopping, hops off to bed. "Good night," Sookie calls -- tenderly, but firmly -- and Bill's 
jaw drops down to the rotting floorboards of his old house. He loves her so bad! "It's almost 
like you glamored her..." he starts, but that's not what this is about. 
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Sookie asks Bill about Bartlett, and his smile falls. He doesn't look at her, but it's only 
because she wouldn't want him to. Not in this precise moment. "He. Hurt you," Bill says. 
It's enough. 


"Oh my God," though. "Is it that easy for you to kill? Does human life mean so little you can 
just kill on command? Toss someone in the water?" Is the Reverend right? Is Nan Flanagan 
selling aline too? "I cannot have people dying every time | confide in you!" She talks about 
her three-week-old angst about cutting off Rene's head with a shovel, hilariously, and talks 
about how this act "haunts" her, and now she feels like she's responsible for Bartlett's 
death. Which only means something because it was the fulfillment of a wish you're not 
allowed to wish. That whole conversation in the bathtub was rubbing a lamp. Now you see 
what a genie can do, you want it back in the bottle. "| always thought, as different as we are, 
somehow we could still be together, and... And now | don't know. | don't know anything." 


Billis so sad, staring at her, his one shot at redemption, a thing that makes the previous 
centuries worthwhile and not just some cartoon in some graveyard moaning and bitching. 
But is it love, or is it panic? She begs him to speak. There are tears on his face; he's too afraid 
to move, much less speak. Finally she pushes past him, toward the door again, and he meets 
her there, superquick. 


"Sookie," he says -- And this is good. If you're in the mood for dorky romance, it's good. If 
you're in the mood to laugh until you cry, it is excellent. These two are really good for a lot of 
different moods when they get like this -- "I cannot, and | will not, lose you. For all the ways 
| have dismayed, aggrieved, or failed you, | swear | will atone. But | am not sorry. | refuse to 
apologize for what you have awakened in me. You... You are my miracle, Sookie." Whatever 
the holy hell that means. He takes her hand. He's still like a billion times less creepy than 
Edward Cullen. "For the first time in 140 years, | felt something | thought had been lost to 
me forever. | love you." Tears roll past her smile. "And for that, | shall never feel sorry." 


And then, of course, Sookie has no options, because that was precisely what she needed to 
hear, because that's exactly how she feels. And that's the upside to being unable to read 
your lover's mind: when they surprise you. "Oh, damn you, Bill Compton. | love you." She 
kisses him, and it is totally intense and their sweet song plays, and then they fuck like 
eleven different ways and crawl around and hunt each other on the quilt and whatnot, and 
it's pretty much softcore, which is okay in a first episode of the season, and then later he's 
coming in from behind and she classily moves her hair out of the way so he can bite her, and 
blood gets all over the nice comforter, and then he continues to fuck her while kissing her, 
and her blood sorts of spills out of his mouth all over her face and... | lost track of what's 
going ona while back but I'm pretty sure | wasn't meant to see any of that. They have been 
fucking -- and maybe that's your thing, maybe subjectively you thought this was likea 
five-second scene -- since the Louisiana Purchase by this time, according to actual science. 
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Meanwhile, Royce has this whole plan to get out of there, and Lafayette keeps shushing 
him, and then a seven-foot wiry figure that can only be Eric comes swooshing down the 
stairs into the dungeon wearing the following: track pants with the Swedish flag, 
highlighting foils in his hair, and flip flops. And yet, he is Eric, which means he's both totally 
terrifying and wildly sexy even inthis getup. "Shushing won't do you any good, 
sweetheart," he says to Lafayette, without looking at him. "We hear everything. And since 
you made me come all the way down here, I'm gonna take out some of the garbage." 


Eric kneels down to look at beautiful Royce Allen Williams, and asks him to talk about the 
burning house of love. Royce tells him he doesn't know anything, as Lafayette cowers 
behind a pillar, and Eric's voice gets more intimate, more personal than ever: "Crimes 
against vampires are on the rise. We even lost a sheriff just days ago. We seek answers." It's 
more engaged than we've ever seen. He picks up Royce to drag him upstairs, but Royce pulls 
out a silver crucifix and slams it against Eric's face. And that's the last stupid thing Royce 
ever did, obviously. 


Horrible inhuman shit happens, growling and roaring, blood everywhere, Royce's head 
bashing against the ceiling, Eric's gun show holding him sideways so he can eat Royce's 
kidneys out of his screaming body before TEARING OFF ALEG AND BEATING HIM WITH IT. 
And the whole time this horrible howl-growl, like if a minotaur were blowing a shofar on the 
worst day of his life, and the blood as this happens sprays across Lafayette's face. And after 
the fucking just now, | would have thought this would have been a piece of cake, but no. 
Because Eric doesn't want anything anymore, doesn't care if Royce has contacts or can lead 
him to the Sherriff's kidnapper. He just wants to destroy him, and! don't blame him, for 
marring that face for even a second. You don't do that shit to Eric. Lafayette knows that. So 
he sits behind his pillar and stares, with Royce's blood splashing across his face, wondering 
what Eric will do next, and if there's anything he can do to survive it, because what this 
moment is teaching him is that maybe there isn't a way. Not even Lafayette can work it 
every single time: No promises, no demands. Just panic. 


WRITTEN ON THE BODY 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 2 | Episode 2 | Aired on 06.21.2009 


Keep This Party Going - Jessica's family gets a surprise visit, Lafayette makes a stunning offer, Jason 
makes friends and enemies in his cult, and Maryann starts her own. 


Lafayette is privy to some of the more adorable things about Eric (vanity, beauty regimen, 
relationship with Pam) and inspires a more than passing attraction in His Snowbound 
Highness. L makes it through a hilarious run-in with that horrible Fangtasian familiar 
Ginger, while Eric's too busy gaying it up with Bill at Forever 21 to notice, but his luck runs 
out eventually, and he is nowa cliffhanger vampire buffet for Eric, Pam and Chow. 


Sookie and Bill's obsessively trimmed chest hair discuss some postcoital things, then do it 
some more. Next day, she puts on the shortest shorts ever devised, and then | guess we 
missed the scene where she sustained brain injury because by the end she's trying to curry 
favor by taking Jessica to stalk her dysfunctional pre-death family, which is a dipshitty 
move even for Sookie Stackhouse. Jessica of course goes on a rampage, and ends up making 
her whole family a cliffhanger problem for Bill. 


Jason makes and quickly alienates a new bromance on the bus to Jesus Camp, meets a cute 
little religious Hannah Montana -- who sings an amazing song you can get on iTunes -- and 
deepens his relationship with the Newlins. It's starting to be less about which cultmember 
poor Stackhouse is going to fuck, and more about which ones he's not. (Bonus: PTSD 
breakdownage during a sex-charged skit performance with Sarah earns him the nickname 
"Muslim Buffy With A Dick.") 


Tara and Eggs's insanely sick body have a conversation about... No idea. | have no idea what 
they talked about. His iffy history probably. It doesn't actually matter. Put a shirt on next 
time, God. Then Sookie comes up to ask if Tara will move into the house with her, now that 
she's moving into Gran's room. | would keep my mitts off Tara for the time being, Sookie. 
Her family's hearts seem to be in rare supply of late. In other news, Maryann shows up to 
bug Sam and betotally fucking awesome some more. She orders everything on the menu, 
gives Daphne a fabulous pep talk, and starts a sexy dance party that not only gives us some 
rocking Andy Bellefleur moves, but is clearly halfway to some kind of religious frenzy. 
Here's to all the orgies yet to come! 


Want more? The full recap starts right below! 


Happy Father's Day! Or at least it was when we watched this episode. Less happy for Royce, 
who is currently serving as a snack to the Sheriff of Area Five, who is wearing flip-flops and 
foils in his hair while he eats the shit out of our formerly hot trashy friend. Lafayette -- 
while I'm sure relieved that Royce has stopped with the endlessly unrolling confessional we 
in the medical industry call "shitbrain" -- it's alittle less easy to be remote from the 
situation when the gouts of deep-black arterial blood, and then body parts, come flying at 
your face. NARM! NARM! 


Eric groans and acts post-coital for awhile and sort of pornishly lets the drops of Jupiter 
formerly known as Royce dribble down his chin, and Lafayette gollums himself back behind 
that pillar, because Eric does everything so intensely you have no way of knowing whether 


he's going to roll over and snore or else he's just coiling. "If you have any silver on you," Eric 
wheezes, "Now would be the time to reveal it." Lafayette swears he's not that stupid, but 
you and me and Eric, and Lafayette, know that's not really true either. He stopped being 
able to lay claim to his superiority once the bucket entered his life. 


Eric breathes and acts sexy ina sort of unmoving reptilian way for awhile, and then wipes his 
mouth, and even Eric is a little impressed by the amount of total blood covering him from 
head to toe. "Is there blood in my hair," he says, not asking in tone, and Lafayette's like, 
"_,.Whut?" So he says it louder, in what is still a taciturn and sardonic tone on our mortal 
scale, but is for Eric like a hair-pulling desperate dementia: "Is there blood in my hair." 
Lafayette says he can't really tell, so Eric zooms to a crouching position right in front of him, 
grinning secretively. "How about now?" Lafayette must admit that, yes, there is just a bit, a 
little bit, a certain amount of blood. In his hair. 


"Well, this is bad," Eric reflects. "Pam is gonna kill me." When Lafayette asks who the eff 
that is, Eric's delighted, looking him right in the eye, seductive: "Why, do you want to meet 
her?" Not in the slightest. The thing that scares the thing that scares me? No thank you. 
Even if it's about hairstyle. "Well, you're going to." Eric unlocks his collar and raises him up, 
shirtless in cargo pants, and Lafayette can barely walk, grabbing at the poles of the wheel as 
they go, Eric's hand on his neck like a friend after a very long, very dark night, up into 
Fangtasia! to find out what Lafayette knows. "I wouldn't try anything rash if | were you," 
Eric says, kicking Royce's leg, metal hip included, out of the way: "I'm still hungry." 


==\Page2:-- 


And from Eric, who should be completely clean in the middle of his grooming session, to Bill 
and Sookie, who despite the gallons of fluids pouring out of every orifice last week are now 
lying in beautifully ironed sheets in his big old bed, with nary a drop in evidence and his 
chest shaved to within a millimeter of its life. Which is fine, because I have finally figured 
out that Bill and Sookie are best loved in the way that you love Buffy and Angel (and Giles) 


in that awesome Xander episode where they're running around having a love that never 
fucking ends and constantly saying goodbye and breaking up and making up and oh the 
humanity and oh the undeadity and heading into the good fight the final apocalypse the 
passion at the end of it all and being ever so romantic with mood lighting and disappearing 
come and blood and chest hair, the kind of love you can flounce around ina barefoot 
graveyard nightgown for-slash-get grave-dirt fucked on your back for, which is to say that 
Billand Sookie are best enjoyed because of and not in spite of the fact that they are plainly, 
and epically, ridiculous. 


I'm sorry to have come to this particular party so very late, but you know, sometimes | think 
| have an earnestness problem. And it occurs to me that while the show has always treated 
Bill and Sookie this way -- as these demented poster-children for constant tears and 
fucking* -- it only got consistently out of controlas of this season. So Sookie's like " That was 
makeup sex! Check!" and he's like, "However do you mean? Was there a faaht?" and 
instead of saying, "Yeah, you ... Compounded my rape by raping it? In addition toa little girl, 
whom you murdered? Now lives in your house? Ringin' any bells?" which is what | would 
say, she's like, "I enjoyed Thought You Were Dead Sex at the end of last season... Orin that 
graveyard... Or all those other times | thought you were dead, which are all of them, 

because you are dead." 


*(Also nipples and hair removal.) However, "Thought You Were Dead" Sex also means a sad 
moment ina life which is nothing so much as an array of sad moments, and therefore 
"feeling like I'd lost you" is too heavy a price to pay for Thought You Were Dead Sex. So | 
guess they should fight more often, but about what? Before Sookie can think of something, 
she thinks of something: "Holy mmrfle!" Because they have a daughter now, with magic 
vampire ears, who absolutely could hear them having that deeply upsetting 
fireball-snowball-sanchez-trombone sex they were having last week, but for some reason | 
guess she can't, because as Bill points out, she would be screaming meemies up in that joint 
if she heard them. Sookie's just slightly titillated by the idea, but even more relieved that it 
didn't happen. So let's... Fight about Jessica. 
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"You know, you might want to try going alittle easier on her." He rolls his eyes and she's 
like, "teenage girldom is rough," and he gets all "forsooth but she is vampyre" like he does, 
and... | don't know. | really like this scene, mostly because | really like when they're alone 
and Sookie's total mental breakdown backs off for a sec, which is the point of their 
relationship if you think about it, but also because -- just like with Keith and David -- this 
parenthood stuff, this Families We Choose synthesis thing, rings so very true. The single dad 
and the other-race quasi-fiancée quasi-stepmom,, it's just so real. 


Like here's what Sookie has to do: make friends with Jessica, make an ally of Jessica -- 
because it's in both of them to get territorial no matter how fucking annoying Bill is -- and 
provide the female guidance that poor Bill can't even visualize, not get eatenina 
more-than-metaphorical sense, not pull age rank, not pull humanity rank, not pull sex 
rank, not be the weird stepmom, not demand intimacies she doesn't yet deserve, not be 
standoffish or annoyed by Jessica's place in her life, love her but not too much, help Bill but 
not too much, feel sorry for her but not too much, encourage her but not too much. And the 
worst of all: never ever think or look about all the things she and Jessica have in common, 
because that is icky, and not to overcompensate by pulling those ranks. 


And the best of all: not step out of line for one second w/r/t to her contradictory roles here, 
because Jessica is a danger to herself and others, including Sookie. You think as the 
stepmother you are just called upon to love her, and to make a little place for her in your life, 
and to stay the fuck out of it. It's not enough. Because a child isn't a decision, they're a 
situation, a relationship: the child stays alive and it keeps changing and demanding new 
things and compromises from you, like any other real relationship. And like any other 
relationship, you can either grow by it or wither. And you can kill them witha look, or by 
sticking them in a box and expecting them to stay there, which is what this episode is really 
about. 


Sookie's stepmom stuff and Tara's ongoing mommy issues are just two of the six character 
stories here: the rest is about dads. Whichis a sore spot for almost everybody, because being 
let down by the person who's archetypically required specifically not to let you down is 
something that everybody fears and most people have to face. But the most powerful thing 
a dad can do to you, the thing that fucks up your life forevermore until you can drop the 
weight, is pin you to the wall like a concept or a butterfly and leave you there, telling you not 
to change or leave, forever. Amanda Jane, when she says Jesus asked her out today, she's 
talking about this. She is talking to and about the kind of man who installs a front door 


alarm that beeps every time it's opened, the kind of man who names his daughter "Eden" 
and makes her feel uglier with every birthday. 
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The thing that our culture is trying to navigate right now, | would say, is the idea that 

sexual trauma doesn't necessarily imply sexual assault. To give us that No Touch No Foul 
thing -- which makes me feel like Andrea Dworkin to contemplate, because it's so 
obviously handed to us by the perpetrators, and | hate feeling like her -- is like saying 
anorexics are created by starving your kids, or bulimics by forcing them to purge. Carrie 
White -- her ass is all over this episode -- wasn't abused by her mom, but Piper sure as fuck 
did anumber on her. 


|amso tired of watching people go looking for a single obvious narrative reason for things, 
in any fiction, because we've been trained I guess to do this, but it's like, "Oh! Sookie does X 
because of Bartlett" or "Oh, Jessica is like a Mormon runaway!" Which is to say we want to 
rub off the complex edges, which is the opposite of how people actually work. And because 
we privilege victimhood over any other possible virtue, we tell each other it's not possible to 
be deeply fucked up about sex just because nobody interfered with us in these particular 
ways; we're not allowed to have sexual fears and creepy little surprise parties and/or 
trapdoors because we haven't earned it through our victimhood. Or even creepier: we're 
allowed to have these fetishes and inabilities to get off, it's just kink, it's just how people 
are, it's not an unhealthy obstruction to our sexuality because after all, it didn't come to us 
through "abuse." 


So this is the particular map I've trying to follow in this episode, which is to say that to get 
stuck in the 1:1 assault reading with Jessica -- and look at her face when he reaches for her 
hands on his belt, if you want to look into the face of terror -- | think is to miss the point, 
which is the same point it always is, which is that telling somebody or believing that 
salvation is reachable is a good way to make sure they never do, because it means you stop 
hunting: Amanda Jane's "honesty" is Jason's "purpose" is Eden's "problem" is Eggs's 
"luck" and Maryann's "passion" and Tara's "worth" and Sookie's idealization of the 
perfect life with Bill, which she keeps having to update and level and adjust and 
compromise. And the only thing grosser than letting yourself get caught in that bullshit is 
sticking somebody else in it before they know enough to get out. 


So whatever, Jessica is vampyre and thus Sookie's only slightly not allowed to have an 
opinion about Bill's daughter, which is awesome to see through this fantastical lens, 
because she's all, "So are you? And yet parts of your former self are still in there, right? | 
wouldn't be with you if they weren't." Her eyes glamour him, and he must tell the truth. 
"Yes," he says, sadly. Would that it were otherwise. 
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(They could so easily be David and Keith talking about their sons; maybe that will make this 
particular through-line -- and Sookie's total retardedness in a little bit -- easier to follow: | 
manage to understand you just fine, right? Because we're in loooove? Am | unable 

to wholly love and understand you because of your black experience? Are you drawing that 
line? Because it's your prerogative, | just... Am | allowed to be offended by that? Because 
from this side the added bonus is that it looks uncannily as if you just drew a line. And 
there's me on one side, and you -- plus our kids -- on the other. And | think maybe that 


implication was a mistake on your part? But I'm, again, unsure if | can even say so, because 
doesn't that also imply, although not in parallel because white privilege, but doesn't that 
also imply that there are unknowable things about me? Because I'm pretty sure there 
aren't, and|'m pretty sure they're just... Kids. If | had to guess. So isn't this just you being 
kind of jealous and territorial and most important, obstinately not wanting to think about 
another viewpoint? Specifically the viewpoint of the person you love, into whose lap you 
just dropped SIX METRIC TONS OF BULLSHIT, about which | am kinda being a champ?) 


"But I've had to work extremely hard at finding my way back to my humanity, fragile as it 
may be," he says, staring and memories and edicts. "Whenavampire's as new as Jessica is, 
she has no humanity. She's in the grips of an overwhelming number of transformations. 
There will be times when she cannot control even a single impulse." Sookie laughs and 
delivers a passable performance of an unreadable and dorky bit of dialogue: " How is that 
any different from being a teenage girl? No humanity: Check. In the grips of overwhelming 
transformations: Check. Cannot control impulses: Check. All right, uh, how is that 
different?" 


The rule is that when you're being balls-out (because this conversation is essential to the 
Sookie/Jessica Menstruation Talk coming up) and the subtext is climbing up the face of the 
text like a spider until it's all you can see, you can't also turn to the audience and say: "On 
behalf of Oscar Winner Alan Ball and the talented cast and crew of True Blood, we are going 
balls-out at this time. FYI." It's gotta be one or the other. You can't be meta about being 
meta, because if you do it too many times it'll go all Foucault's Pendulum on you and then 
there really will be vampires, and who needs that. 
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"All raaht, so whut do you suggest Ah do? Just spole the girl? Give in to her every whuim and 
dizarr? After awl, that ee-is what every teenage girl wonts, isn't it?" Um, yes, but that 
wasn't what she was saying and you know the rule in my house, reductio ad absurdum means 
ina direct relation reduction in fellatio, because that's not how adults talk to each other, and 
she's like, "A) Bill Compton, lose the tone, and B) Bill Compton, maybe you should consider 
the point I'm making, since your bullshit isn't working out so hot." (Considering it's still 
the night Jessica showed up, we'll give them a pass for nudging us gently to this new status 
quo.) He agrees, and then they're like, "Remember how we were only fighting so we could 
fuck some more?" They're so, like, in sync that way. It's beautiful. 


Pam takes Eric to task about his hair, because the stuff was already in it which means the 
blood is like dye now. "This is a disaster. We'll have to go much shorter than | planned." 
He's back in his smock, in the chair, with Lafayette watching, terrified. The concept of 
Lafayette being so freaked out that he can't even spare a moment for the hilarity of all this 
is really dreary, isn't it? Of all people. Eric is contrite, and demands that Lafayette back him 
up: "But he took silver to me! You were there, you saw it. Defend me!" Lafayette just wants 
to know why he's there; what they want so he can give it to them. Survivor first. 


"I've seen your website. It's quite, um, lowrent. But your clients miss you, Lafayette. 
They're wondering if you're ever coming back," says Eric. This is like etiquette for him. 
Lafayette asks honestly if he is, which is forthrightness Eric will always respect, but he just 
looks down at him while Pam continues to fuss. "Look, I'm here because of the V, right? 
How about | give you the names of everybody | ever sold to?" Pam almost sniggers ("All this 
time | thought prostitutes were good at keeping secrets") and he gives her a great little 


speech. "Oh, don't get it twisted, Honeycomb. I'm a survivor first, a capitalist second, anda 
whole bunch of other shit after that. But a hooker, dead last." Pam nods, like, okay then. "So 
if | got even a Jew At An Al Qaeda Pep Rally shot at getting my black ass up out this 
motherfucker, I'm taking it. Now, what you want to know?" 


Pam looks at Eric, who brings up Eddie's disappearance. Lafayette swears he doesn't know, 
and is alittle sad for him -- "Last time | saw him he was doing real good," he says ruefully 
-- but the assumption is that he was kidnapped. And by whom? Lafayette swears he 
doesn't know, but as they press him with their eyes, he says it could have been Jason 
Stackhouse. Pam gets excited, because she loves Sookie more than Eric does even, and talks 
to him in Swedish. "Sookie's brother. Could be fun?" Eric admits it could be, but that it 
would be stupid, because Sookie is "too important to us." | don't know what that means, 
still, yet, but Pam does, and agrees. 
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"Sadly," Eric says, addressing him again, "This information is of no use to me. Not now, 
anyway." Lafayette feels shitty for having given it up. "| understand dealers of vampire 
blood sometimes trade product with one another across state lines," Eric says. (This phrase 
recurs throughout the script this week, maybe on purpose maybe not, but the idea of 
crossing boundaries is always so huge with vampires, and there's the whole thing with Mr. 
Hamby's door alarm, and Jessica crossing from girl to woman. And there's Jason standing 
on the line between hate and salvation, unsure if he's a saint or a traitor, beloved or hated; 
and then plus you got Maryann literally crossing the lines between states, vibrating men 
into animals and dancing upright citizens into who knows what and generally dancing back 
and forth across the line that separates us from God, so maybe not so coincidental.) 


Eric asks if Lafayette has any buyers in Dallas, and there's only one, nameless: "I have an 
e-mail address. Pussylover9@gmail.com." (Possible shemale.com; either way, Pam's 
amused. She laughs at Chow and even spares Lafayette a smile before going back to 
combing out the blood.) "A friend of mine in the Dallas area, his name is Godric, has gone 
missing. Now, while the circumstances of his disappearance are unclear, it stands to reason 
his blood would be very valuable, as he's over twice my age and ten times the vampire | will 
ever be." Pam chides him for his attempt at humility, and Eric spikily informs her that it's 
not humility, it's just true. "Your associate, this... Pussylover. Has he or she mentioned any 
new product coming on the market?" 


Lafayette swears no, and swears that Eric knows he'd be honest if he did. Eric nods, clipped, 
and tells Chow to take him back downstairs, and there's a rather undignified splayed-out 
Sylvester the Cat attempt on Lafayette's part to stay put, but to no avail. His grip on 
speakers and lightswitches is no rival for Chow's vampire strength. "You gave me nothing," 
Eric hisses; Lafayette continues begging to differ long after they've forgotten all about him. 


On the bus to Jesus Camp, Jason tries adorably to sing along to their weird anthems and 
chants ("We all come together as one/ Bound by the glory of the sun / Our mission here has 
just begun/ We won't stop until our work is done") which, as in any good cult, are the secret 
glue that keeps everybody together and feeling good. They cheer and high five each other, 
and Jason grins like the sun because he loves singing, but they leave him hanging. Enter 
Luke McDonald, a giant of a young man, who hits his palm and slides in next to him. "No 
relation to the restaurant," McDonald introduces himself, and Jason laughs. "Okay, any 
relation to the farm?" Luke doesn't get it, which is unrealistic but not as unrealistic, in 


Jason's experience, as meeting somebody dumber than him. Needless to say, Luke then 
attempts to bond over football. 
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Jason looks down at his body for a second before remembering that he was a football player 
long ago. QB1, actually; Luke was a tight end, scholarship to A&M and the whole thing -- 
which we remember was like the Holy Grail for poor Jason long ago -- but blew out his knee. 
What followed was no doubt a muddled but very sincere thousand days of sorrow and deep 
introspection before Luke was finally celibate enough and Bibled enough and generally 
persistent enough to get into the Leadership Conference. 


Meanwhile, of course, Jason started this journey of a thousand steps two days ago, to which 
Luke reacts with a weak sort of insult, and Jason tries to explain in his inimitable way: "Well, 
| didn't know about it till then. See, | was having breakfast with Steve and Sarah, and they 
asked me if | wanted to come..." And thus ends the brief bromance between Jason and Luke, 
not that Luke is conscious of it yet and not that Jason ever will be. He offers to bunk with 
Jason, the better to get or learn his luck or mojo, and Jason's moved and ecstatic, so much so 
that he says the word "shit" and is reminded gently not to swear. Then to chill Jason out, 
Luke starts everybody singing a super-scary racist song: "If you have doubt/ Just sing this 
verse/ They live forever/ But we were here first!" 


Tara comes out of the house in a robe, in that timeless morningy time it always is at 
Maryann's, and Eggs is doing some topless gardening, as one does. Tara would seem to be 
taking this whole Empire of the Senses thing to a new extreme, talking about how he smells 
"nasty and nice, all at the same time" and how she'd like to bathe in his sweat. Go too far 
with this, and mark my words: At some point you stop overcoming the neurotic 
potty-trained division of self and environment and go straight infantile. Shitting your 
pants, eating dirt, the whole thing. Remember Jason in the garbage last year? That's where 
you're headed with this whole "embrace nature" bathing-in-sweat thing. Abandon is 
good, but it's only half the story. 


Tara explains upfront that she's going to be interrogating him about himself, because she's 
starting to like him, and has a history of "putting the cart so far out in front that the horse 
can't see it," especially if that horse is Jason Stackhouse who can't even spell the word 
"cart," and he's like, but you already like me. True. "People usually take years unloading 
their baggage, so I'm just trying to figure out: what's the rush2" The rush is, of course, that 
Tara realizes on some level that she's stuck in a gingerbread dreamworld of magic and 
doesn't know where wishes stop and real shit starts, and going by Eggs's intense and 
vibrant abdominal-pectoral landscape, it's entirely possible that he is entirely imaginary, 
so give up some biography already. 
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Of course, his reticence worries her, and it becomes a demand, so he nods, he gets it. Firstly, 
he was homeless, as in underpass, when Maryann found him. He is still broke, of course, 
which doesn't bother Tara because she doesn't care about money, so she focuses on his face 
and waits for him to continue. Well, he was in prison. What for? Drugs. "Possession or 
dealing?" she asks, which is a good question at this point in a conversation, and he's like, 
"all of the above." Her lips purse themselves. "Okay. Colorful," she says, and 
disappointment begins to bloom in both their eyes. 


To his credit, he continues without prompting. "And | also served some time for armed 
robbery. And assault. But | got out early on the assault charge for good behavior, so..." 
There's an ironic twist; she bites her lip. "That's a plus..." she says, and he finally shrugs, 
too hurt by her expectations and his failures to remain: "Yeah, you wanted to know." It's 
sad to know that he would have accepted anything about her, anything at all, and that he 
knew somewhere he couldn't expect the same from her, but more so, it's almost 
unbearably sad watching the lights go out in her. 


Sookie sits with her coffee all alone in the morning because all her friends are dead, and sees 
some bereaved parents of a kidnapped girl on TV. Guess whose? Her jaw drops open when 
they finally show the picture of Jessica, doing her best to appear happy once upon atime. 
"She's our first-born," Mom says. (I like Mom because she was fascinatingly off-kilter 

on Book Of Daniel, which of course | loved.) "And she's a goodhearted, smart girl ... We just 
want to see our baby again." And Sookie stares, and swallows, and thinks about loss. About 
the line between parent and child, past and present, and what it feels like when that line is 
cut. She's never had a daughter, but she's lost a mother: Adele. 


She heads into Gran's room and feels her presence for amoment; she picks up a (weirdly 
Photoshopped) picture of herself with Adele, Tara on the other side. A family of women. The 
only thing that made everything okay. Wholeness, as the old spiritual music brings Gran 
into the room with us. Sookie closes her eyes, touches the picture, and makes two decisions 
in that second, faster than she knows: One, that she will provide the safe harbor to Jessica 
that nobody else, not even Bill, can or knows how to provide: She's never been a mother, but 
she knows how to mourn; and Two, that Tara is far, far too far away. 
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Jason stands with a circle of a hundred or so people, on the outside where the tall men go, 
next to his new friend Luke, watching Sarah Newlin welcome them to the Conference. She is 
lovely. She's blonde and icy, but with such a tenderness in her eyes and such width to her 
smile that you can believe in her, young as she is. A lush young beauty, Amanda Jane, 
approaches Jason, flirting, as she hands him his "honesty ring," which Sarah explains isa 
symbol of the promise to be "completely honest and open while here on this campus." 
Which is deft in the way that Maryann is deft: you can't have a cult if people think they have 
something to hide. You can't own someone completely unless you can see all of them, 
shadow andlight, all their parts, and tell them it's okay. And if that sounds worryingly 
similar to love, well, there's areason it works. 


Although this honesty is interesting, because it's not really honesty: it's the illusion of 
honesty wearing the clothing of honesty. Take a hollowed-out man like Jason, who destroys 
everything he touches and loses everyone he loves, and say, "Whatever you say in this circle 
is all that you are," and that you love it, he'll find himself in a womb kind of feeling. But then 
tell him, "And this is what you are," he'll have no recourse: he's wearing honesty on his 
fingers. He has lost the capacity for secrets, and left no place in himself to hide, to hide the 
truth from your honesty. And so the hollow place is filled. 


As Luke and Jason Wonder Twin their rings together, Sarah reminds them additionally that 
honesty is made of hate: pure, real silver. A metal that means something in this world that it 
doesn't mean in ours; a word that means kryptonite. "So protect it with all your heart. And 
maybe one day, your ring will protect you!" A guy who doesn't matter yet, but will someday 
soon, jumps into the circle, overcome with excitement: "Die, fangers!" They laugh, she 


laughs. Indulgent. She keeps talking, about how they've been lonely and they don't know 
people here yet, but they will make fast friends. Jason smiles: "And this is nothing to worry 
about." The idea is shockingly like grace. They are united, all one, Pluto becomes a planet 
again, just as Orry promised: "You all have one thing in common. Because for every one of 
you, today is the day His holy light begins to shine on you." Her husband laughs, and adores 
her, and as a chorus of Amen strikes up, they kiss. 


Daphne's marrying the mustard. Not matrimonially, but... You know what | mean. She 
screws it up. Sam encourages her, and then spits ever more hatefully at Tara that she's late, 
as she comes in. She scuttles away, and in her place there's Maryann, radiant and wickedly 
friendly: "How about me? Am! on time?" Always. 
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He paces her, like a hound, as she looks around the place. "I was in and out of here so fast 
last night | barely got a look at the place. It's, um... It's so, um..." She laughs at its 
emptiness. "Vibrant." Still playing him as the rube, holding her class above his head. He 
grunts, and says there's a big rodeo in town today, so it's emptier than normal. Maryann 
grabs a menu for herself, of course, and settles in, cheerful and chatty, throwing 
exclamation points like sparks, italics like spells. ' Tara says the food here is wonderful, so 
let's see what I'm in the mood for..." Daphne squeals with delight for her first table and tells 
him to wish her luck, but Sam physically protects her and says he's got it, almost shoving 
her behind him: "You just focus on one thing at a time." He knows Maryann enough to know 
that this is key. 


Maryann ignores Sam as he approaches, until he's leaned over into her face, hands on the 
table, staring over the menu at her impassive smile, barking like a dog. "Stop fucking with 
me," he demands unwisely. The temperature drops, or else it raises. "A tableside visit from 
the owner himself! 1 must be important!" He orders her to leave, and her reply is ritual, 
hiding punctuation he can't see yet, a demand for respect as old as time: "You're not really 
going to refuse me service, are you?" 


"| mean, after | forgave you a hundred thousand dollar loan, the least you could do is let me 
buy myself some lunch..." Somehow still thinking this is about pride, and not the oldest 
magics men and beasts can know, he nods angrily, backing off with the hackles, and asks 
what he can get her, then. "I think | will go with the stuffed snapper, with the crawfish 
topping... The blackened ribeye, the red beans and rice, the... Ooh, the fried catfish, and, 
uh... Oh, dear." She lightly, gently, lovingly fucks with him, standing with his arms crossed, 
so afraid it turns to anger: "Now, would it be possible to get the smothered pork chops for 
lunch? Even though it's here, on the dinner entrées?" He nods, pained, and she goes on: 
"Now, howare your..." 


| love the editing in this episode, so much. Like on the bus, when they cut away from the 
horrible "we were here first" thing to the abnormally peaceful quiet of Maryann's garden. 
Every scene rips you away from the last; it's startling, but mostly it's hilarious every time. 
Now we're watching Jason be awesome at flag football. The scene goes on and on, not that 
I'm complaining, but the main topics of the scene are: Jason is awesome. Luke is not loving 
that, to the point of getting violent in the name of the game. Jason takes off his shirt, 
causing both Newlins to turn inside out with just completely naked desire. Jason ends the 
game on the upraised hands of the entire Leadership Conference, arms spread out, a hero, 
completely at peace. 
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When Sookie arrives at Merlotte's, Tara reminds her how pathetic it is to comeinon your 
day off -- "like going back to school and visiting your teachers" -- but Sookie assures her 
she's not there for teachers, she's there for Tara. Same diff. The latest bites in her neck are 
visible, vivid, vibrant against her skin. No scarves now, not anymore. She doesn't wear them 
proudly and she doesn't wear them in shame: she wears them because they are a part of her. 
She tells Tara to take a break, and reminds her that Sam is always pissed so they don't have 
to worry about Sam getting pissed for taking a break. After last week, Sam pissed wouldn't 
exactly be a bad thing anyway. In the kitchen, Terry Bellefleur starts to freak out under the 
pressure of reading Daphne's handwriting. When Sam sees the scratches, he starts to 
scream her name. 


Then, another long gross scene in which the re-chained up Lafayette remembers a fact 
about himself, which is that he is a survivor, and a fact about Royce, which is that his ass was 
once magnetic. He turns the wheel to get himself closer to Royce's discarded corpse, 
eventually pulling the disembodied leg toward himself with his own legs. He bites through 
bloody plastic and gristle to free a large metal pin, which he twists into the chain holding 
him there, and rather quickly -- and heroically, considering how much barfing he manages 
to not do throughout this process -- has himself free. He stands up witha metal collar, with 
a foot or so of chain dangling from it -- giving the overall effect a disconcerting LeVar 
Burton flavor -- and limps toward the door again. 


"So basically, you're like a stepmother to a vampire?" Sookie shrinks back from this 
assessment, but can't dispute it, and they laugh together. When it's time to talk about Tara, 
she shivers. "You know I've been living over at Maryann's for the last couple weeks?" 
Sookie nods, obviously unimpressed with this concept and probably picking up some of 
Sam's attitude about Maryann, but Tara doesn't really notice. "Well, in alot of ways, | don't 
ever want to leave. | mean, everything is taken care of for me there. My bed gets made, my 
laundry gets done, there's breakfast on the patio served to you bya chef..." (Gingerbread 
House! Magic Gingerbread House!) and Sookie laughs. "Can! move in?" 


Tara's like, for real! "But it scares me too. And maybe that's just because I'm not used to 
taking and not giving, but something inside me says, This is weird, Tara. Don't trust it. What 
do you think? Does all this sound too good to be true to you?" Sookie, nervous at the 
non-Sookie turn this conversation has taken, brings it back to herself, specifically the 
conflict of interest it represents, considering her errand. She takes Tara's hand, like a 
proposal, and becomes jokingly serious: "Tara Thornton? Would you like to move in with 
me?" (Consider here the possibility that part of this is about evening the score: You've got a 
new roommate, tied to you through unknowable bonds of blood and responsibility? | call.) 
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Tara laughs, unsure, and Sookie tells her it would be awesome. After all, they always got 
along in the days of Lettie Mae, she stayed over more than she didn't, and they never really 
fought. Tara admits that she was in fact jealous of Sookie's hair -- that in other words she 
hada "problem with hair," with beauty, with Sookie's long blonde idealized locks -- and 
dreamed of cutting it while Sookie slept. (Jealousy was never really Tara's demon, though. 
You need to havesomething before you can want something more.) "I've been trying to get 
my act together to move into Gran's room for the past couple weeks, and your moving in 
might be the kick in the butt | need to do it." Tara doesn't know what to say, but just then 


they're surprised -- saved by the bell? -- bya terrific smashing outside the stockroom: 
Daphne, dropping a whole tray of full plates. Sam, the more frustrated he is the more 
adorable he gets -- "Oh, Daphne! That's right on my feet, how am | supposed to ignore 
that?" -- but | mean, terrible day. God making fun of you at table four, award-winner PTSD 
victim cooking things and slowly melting down, bartender and best waitress having secrets 
in the stockroom, and now the new girl's actually throwing food at you. How are you 
supposed to ignore all that? Focus on one thing at a time. 


Maryann stops Sookie at the door in her flighty upper-class mode, making a sound 

like wooba! "Is this the infamous Sookie? You're very special, you know. | mean, to have 
been through everything you have in your life -- not to mention the last few weeks -- and 
to emerge through all of it walking, let alone smiling, it's... Well, it's simply astonishing." 
As Sookie narrows her eyes, trying to listen, to focus, Maryann pulls Tara into it ("I see what 
you mean about her, Tara") with her Universal Mother tone. Putting herself in Adele's 
place, at the center of that photograph: me and Tara, we know you're special. Can't you 
admit you're special too? But all Sookie can hear in there as Maryann smiles tighter and 
tighter is the unending cascading undulating coruscating unending chant of ritual, and one 
name invoked over and over, again and again: Bacchus, Bacchus, Bacchus. 


"She has an old soul, doesn't she?" Maryann continues, and Sookie -- as usual -- couldn't 
be less interested in what's going on outside her head. "I'm usually good at placing people's 
accents, but yours, | can't get ahandle on. Where are you frome" Maryann grins, turns it 
into a joke, names the richest place they know, resting her bounty on their heads like a 
goddesses' hand, like a pair of warm breasts: "Cape Cod. Best potato chips in the world!" 
They all laugh, for some reason, and Sookie scoots away, with an archly territorial request 
for Maryann's benefit, to think about the offer. "Oh," Maryann says, hiding her hurt: "She 
asked you to move in with her?" Tara laughs, embarrassed. "That was awfully nice!" she 
says expansively, and Tara shrinks before her. Maryann smiles, and doesn't speak, as Tara 
assures her she hasn't really considered it one way or the other yet: she doesn't know "what 
she's doing," in the grand sense. And even still, Maryann does not like that one bit. 
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Lafayette makes his way to the front door of Fangtasia! and, finding it locked, bashes 
himself against it. Nasty Ginger comes creeeeeeping out from a hideyhole behind the bar, 
looking crazed as usual: "Who the fuck are you?" He babbles -- it's daytime, thank you 
Jesus -- and goes, "You're human, right?" And if she weren't so fucking horrible and 
wasted and broken and used up -- as forum poster [b]Prettyeyes[/b] memorably said, 
"Rode hard and put away drowned" -- her answer would still be true but it wouldn't be as 
funny: "Kinda." 


Not that this is a promise of safety, of course: she's on the side of the demons. He shifts into 
webcam mode, running his hands up and down himself as though absentmindedly, 
knowing what to give a girl like this, shifting into Young Black Buck in cadence and vocal 
tone and grammar, not out of shock but out of his survivor's wisdom: "Look at you. Not only 
is you sexy, but you can read minds too? That's getting me all riled up in my nether 
regions..." She puts short work to that, telling him to cut out the flirting: "They told me to 
pay special attention to the faggot drag queen in the basement." He shifts again, crossing 
state lines into threatening, strong, violent, angry: "Oh, skank ass bitch, you're going 

to let me up out of here," he says, stepping closer, and she trains a gun on him: if she does 
that, she'll die. And he knows it. Fora moment they are twins, caught in the same web from 


opposite directions. She's very funny, but not really. They did this. This is what they made. 
This is what they helped her make of herself. 


"You ain't gonna shoot me, not with them shaky-ass hands. You ain't got the stomach for 
it," he says, drastically underestimating the truly bugshit nature of Ginger, and she nails 
him in the leg. He goes down screaming bitch and she stares at the gun, quickly getting 
herself into the usual Ginger Frenzy. "Holy FUCKER! I'm sorry!" She stares down at him, 
gibbering and shaking and gingering out all over the place. "AH! OH! I hate guns! EEEEE!" 
She drops the guns and keeps screaming, at this point in a gerundial fashion, completely 
unlocked and unchained from any subject of her screaming, screaming because things have 
gotten to the point where screaming is all there is. He cuts through the fog, shocked out of 
all his shapes and sounding like Lafayette again: "Hey! Hey! I'm the one who got shot, will 
you quit screaming and go get mea doctor before | bleed the fuck out?" She gives a token 
agreement to this plan, but you know she keeps screaming her unholy ass off. "These are all 
dirty!" she shouts, brandishing bar towels, and because he is awesome, he still manages to 
roll his eyes as he demands the fucking towel. 


== Page 15 == 


Amanda Jane, dressed in that Bratz doll Hot Topic version of kinderwhore, undulates for the 
Leadership crowd, who agreeably dance throughout, until they seem stuck on the end of 
their own desire, wanting her and wanting her to be denied, virgin and whore, with guilt on 
top for the existence of sex. Abstinence as its own porn, exerting more control over these 
warped young men than any amount of force could have done. Here are the lyrics. | don't 
really think they need much comment beyond their recapitulation: 


There was a time when you taught your baby girl how to ride 

But then ona dime, | rebelled and wouldn't show you [a word here. Time? The time?]/ No, no, no 
| thought | was cool, | would not come back straight on home after school 

| broke all the rules, | laughed at you and called you a fool/ No, no, no... 


Sarah and Steve laugh and chat in the corner, watching them dance, whip themselves into 
something so in flight from desire that it becomes desire, and the scary lyrics start in 
earnest. 


Because Jesus, he loves me 
So now | love me too 


I'm saving myself for you 
I'm saving 

Jesus, he loves me 

So now | love me too 


And I'm saving myself for you 


It's aboner forest out there. She and the similarly underaged/overprecocious keyboardist 
do alittle rap. 


I! told you Daddy 

I'd be okay 

Somebody asked me out today 

He said he'd have me home by nine to pray 


Amanda Jane folds her hands in prayer, leveling a gaze of frank desire over the tips, fairly 
licking them, upright before her lips; Amanda Jane has no idea what she's doing, what she's 
saying. She's expressing His holy light. Honesty. 


I'm still your little girl 
With braids 


This last over a smirk like a whore's. "Jesus, everybody! Honesty!" One horny youth screams 
out, "Honesty, babe!" Another shouts, "Honesty!" It is my belief that Maryann's house can 
appear anywhere, at any time, because it is everywhere if you know where to look. No 
divisions, as they say, between ourselves and divinity. And chastity, well, abstinence can 
become its own sort of abandon; we surrender ourselves, don't we? To each other, to 
ourselves, to V, to pleasure, to compassion, to humility, to the Lord. This is only surrender. 

In certain moments, any house could be Maryann's house. 
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"Let's hear it again for our very own Amanda Jane! You did very good, honey," Steve Newlin 
says sweetly, paternally, not a trace of desire in him, patting her lovingly on the back. She is 
doing God's work and by facilitating this, by making trendy this honesty and this surrender, 
this prayer, he is doing God's work too. "Honesty!" They calm down, in his presence, and 
Steve smiles down on themall. "That was 'Jesus Asked Me Out Today, ' and it's on her new 
album. Which drops next Tuesday, is that right?" 


She nods, a Jonas sister in a Simpson body, and says the words she's been taught to say. 
"Yes! Oh, look for it at Walmart, Target, Costco... And of course the single's already 
available for downloadin' on iTunes. So check it out!" They chuckle; they will. "I love you 
Amanda!" one young man screams, as she leaves. Steve waits for quiet. "You hate to have 
to follow that," he says in a wacky voice, and bids them take their seats. "We're gonna wind 
things down with alittle game, which, while fun, should also be instructive. Because as each 
of you heads out into the world, at some point you will be faced with real life encounters 
withvampire sympathizers." They all boo, and Jason squirms. 


That phrase could mean alot. Maybe your sister's a fangbanger, and you still love her. 
Maybe you dreamed once, electric dreams, of fucking vampires and being fucked. Maybe 
you loved a vampire once, a little bit, and wept when he died, and felt so guilty you 
confessed to crimes you never committed. Maybe that's what that means. Is kindness 
sympathy? Is compassion treachery? Do we cross from light to dark when we learn to love 
the other? Can he come back from that? 


"And we want to make sure that you're ready. So, Sarah honey, can you come on up here, 

please?" They cheer; Steve's "beautiful bride" will be the sympathizer, and -- as though 
offhand, as though they didn't see the powderkeg of loneliness and confusion the second 
Orry offered him to them ona pure silver platter -- let's just say Jason Stackhouse for the 
good guy. He's shocked. He's never played that role. Steve's smile is infinitely loving, and 


Sarah's expectation is so delightsome, and once he stands the cheers are so loud and so 
specifically his, belong so much to him as he belongs, finally, to them, well: how can he say 
no? 


Sookie lets herself into Bill's, with her key, and calls out into the house. She can hear the 
television. Jessica stomps into the foyer like a true teenager, mouth agape, having a 
conniption about something, only too willing to start the story in the middle without evena 
hello: "I just saw my parents on TV!" Sookie knows, she did too. She expresses her sympathy 
and Jessica shudders: "I finally get why they never wanted me to watch it in the first place. 
It's horrible!" Sookie, not wanting to parent or get into this at all, asks where Bill is, and 
Jessica gives us the moment of the episode, a pitch-perfect and hilarious rendition of Bill's 
stern face: "I have no idea! All he told me was, Jessica, Ah have errands to run. Errands 
which do not require yore presence.'" Sookie does a good job of keeping a straight face, still 
concerned about Jessica's state of mind, while obviously delighting in it. "'So remain here, 
and do yore best to stay out of trouble whilst Ah'm gone.' And | hate it here. | hate it so 
much!" She stomps into the parlor and throws herself down on that red velvet couch. 


-- Page 17 -- 


Sookie sits with her, and Jessica begins to babble this latest upset into the cushions, 
overwhelmed. "I'm...1 think | miss them?" Her awful parents. "And my little sister. | was 
always totally horrible to her. | was just such a brat, and..." She wipes the tears from her 
face, and of course they are rich, dark red blood. She freaks out like Carrie White -- and | 
mean to say exactly like Carrie -- assuming yet more terrors are coming toward her: 

"Hey! What's wrong with me?" Sookie, who knows a thing or two about unwelcome change 
and the body's mysteries, speaks softly. She was nine when her mother died, so it would 
have been Adele. How did Gran explain it? Find the words. 


"Sweetie, vampires don't cry regular tears. So when you cry, you're gonna cry blood from 
now on." Jessica shudders -- We what? My body WHAT?" -- but her question is salient 
indeed: "Well, why do you know that and | don't? | mean, don't you think | should know this 
about myself?" "Bill should probably have told you," Sookie says, but of course in this 
particular frame, in this moment of the metaphor, he'd rather have died. He would have 
fled, and left it to Sookie anyway. Jessica holds out her bloody hands, blood smeared all over 
her face, eyes bugging out with offense at the entire situation: "Jeez, ya think?" 


Jessica flops around with that sound she makes, the angry upset squeak, and Sookie hands 
her a tissue before returning to the reason for the tears, and not the tears themselves, 
because Sookie has learned something very profound in the last month, something that it 
took mea long time to figure out: we miss people uncategorically, if we're going to, when 
they're not around. You move away from your grandparents, ora childhood friend, and you 
miss them. It aches. And maybe you see them again, maybe you don't, but the pain is the 
same. And the only difference with death is that there's never going to be another visit. The 
pain is still the same, but it extends its parabola out into infinity. Never goes away, but it 
gets easier. They're somewhere else, just like they were when you both lived in separate 
places. 


And so Sookie tries to apply this, correctly, to Jessica's situation: she is dead, like Gran is 
dead, but who lives and who dies -- in this world where death is just crossing state lines -- 
is not as important as the line that divides them. Dead Like Me, at least the superior first 
season, was about this: we mourn the dead, and in worlds like these, the dead mourn us. It's 


not the state you're in, but the line between you. "When people love each other, and then 
suddenly one of them isn't there anymore, it's the distance that hurts. And the distance is 
the same no matter who's doing the leaving." Jessica slowly admits the possibility that 
Sookie can actually understand -- the only thing teenagers want, proof that they're not the 
only person who ever felt something, the promise it will get better added to the 
authenticity that you're not just handing them fake sympathy -- and before you know it, 
she's made the jump to asking for help. "What do you do when you feel so far away you 
can't stand it?" 


-- Page 18 -- 


Well, earlier today, and last week, Sookie went into her room, just to sit. It helped, it helps. "| 
don't know why, but just being someplace where she's been, it makes me feel better. At 
least alittle bit." Jessica smiles, and leaps further. "You think maybe you could drive me to 
my parents' so that | could..." Sookie recoils, because shit. 


"No, please! | would just sit in the car, | swear. All I'm asking is to sit across the street, and 
catch a glimpse of them through the window. Just sol can say goodbye." Sookie apologizes 
carefully, suddenly aware of the strength of her, and tries to point her in any other direction: 
"I'm sorry, it's just not my place. But if you explained it to Bill the same way you just 
explained it to me, I'm sure he'd take you..." Honesty: "Are you really sure about that? 
Because I'm not so sure he would." She's right, and they both know it. 


And Sookie looks at this poor girl with blood smudged on her face, and remembers the ache 
of Adele, and the promise she made earlier, to provide the home for this girl that no other 
person on earth is capable or interested in giving her. To reach across the line and affirm the 
family of orphans. And, of course, to leverage this dangerous new element; to bea friend to 
Jessica in a way Bill can't, and nip in the bud the idea of Jessica and Bill somehow teaming up 
on her. Bill's the vampire father; she must be the human mother. She can teach this girl how 
to live in both worlds, the way Sookie must, and if she does it right Jessica will love her 
forever. They'll be on equal footing, the three of them. And she'll be safe, and she-and-Bill 
will be safe, and their family will work. This is the chance. "Okay." 


Jessica does a little dance. "But we're just driving by and that's it. And we should swing by 
my place first and get you a change of clothes, because! am not taking you out in public 
dressed like that." She stands gawkily, looking at Sookie like she's an adult, which she 
barely is, but suddenly seeing her as so much older. Learning to love her. "Well, thank you, 
Sookie," she says, awkwardly adult and gracious, trying to be good. "Thank you so, so, 
much." Sookie tells her not to mention it, and then turns hilariously at the door: "To Bill. 
Ever." Jessica nods, sweet and conspiring. Somewhere between best babysitter and best big 
sister; sometimes that's all a stepmother can ask for. It won't last. 


Billis lost in Forever 21. Which is funny because that place is funny -- last time | walked by 
one they were playing "As The World Falls Down" from Labyrinthsuper loud in there, and | 
wanted to buy something just in appreciation, but like that store carries my size -- but also 
because the name itself, and the philosophy behind it, is: entirely vampiric. In a way that 
approaches Amanda Jane as a limit. 


== Pagel9 == 


Ascary MILF approaches him, looking like the sum total of all single mother barflies, and 
gets toothy with him. "I do feel a little... At sea," he admits, his usual cordial and charming 
self, and her bangles clashing: "I can help you pick something out, if you'd like. You're 
looking for your daughter?" Yes. He tries it on, the shape in his mouth, the way we walk in 
the daytime world: "My daughter. Jessica." She calls it a pretty name and shows hima 
super-short denim skirt, impressively bedazzled. He pronounces it "very nice," but is 
thrown by the distinct lack of laces or crinoline. He needs to get his ass to the Blair 

Waldorf store, those are the only things he's going to like. 


"We are conservative, aren't we?" she laughs, which is funny because the thing was totally 
slutty anyway, but he demurs: "Just old-fashioned." She laughs uproariously and of course 
Bill has no idea what's going on. Her eyes travel his body: "You don't look old enough to be 
old-fashioned, not bya long shot." His eyes glitter briefly with that particularly Bill humor: 
"You'd be surprised." She says he's funny and touches his arm: he's also cold. Her reaction 
is beautiful, | can't really describe it in words but it's like she turns transparent: "Whuuh. 
Well...2 You're not..." he gauges her look, wondering if she's going to blow a racist whistle 
on him: "| am vampire. [DRINK!] Yes." 


She looks around furtively and you immediately know things are going to get so trashy and 
weird that he's not going to know what to do. And when Bill Compton doesn't know what to 
do, he really does not know what to do. (This is aman who sat across a booth from Denise and 
Mac Rattray openly touching his cock for like an hour and somehow never noticed they were 
total V addicts. He's not worldly, he's old-worldly. Thinking about the myriad 
vulnerabilities of Bill Compton gives me the heebies for some reason.) Her breath is coming 
fast enough to give you a headache. "Tell you what. Why don't you come with me to the 
dressing room and | could model this for you?" He tries to put her off, but she won't be: he is 
a fetish object. It's going to take more than a polite refusal, because eventually she is going 
to start screaming, out of pique if nothing else, and then he'll have to glamour a cop and it'll 
be this whole thing. We need a superhero... 


Eric Northman! Why, hello, with your new haircut and your cute little track suit and the 
Viking horn around your neck. "Good evening, old sport," he says behind Bill, who almost 
does a handstand. "Eric?" Never quite so happy to see him. "It's the new me," Eric says, 
grinning and sexy suddenly: "You like?" Bill nods, more than just relieved: "I do, very 
much." It's not gay exactly, but try explaining their whole deal to F21 lady, when they don't 
even have words for it yet. Bill's not even really conscious of the thing that happens around 
Eric; not even Lafayette can handle the ambiguity Eric's packing, and he was born for it. She 
laughs, embarrassed, and waves them away witha bunch of hoo! and heh! Bill's totally 
confused, of course, and Eric eats it right up, of course. And then it gets serious, because Eric 
needs to talk. 


-- Page 20 -- 


With Buddy Jesus behind him, and Old Glory, Jason tries his hand at playacting. "Listen, 
lady, if you're gonna give them all the rights that normal people have, then how am | 
supposed to protect my sweet little girl from any vampire who wants to just fly onin and 
marry her?" (Got there pretty quick, didn't you? Maybe Rene's not as far behind us as we 
thought.) Sarah's like, "You havea daughter?" and he plays outrageously to the crowd, who 
loves it: "Well, | was a pretty bad boy -- up until the Light Of Day Leadership Conference! -- so 
yeah, it's entirely possible that | could." She nods, waits a beat, and returns the serve: "Huh. 
Well, | don't give a hoot about your daughter. In fact, nothing you say about vampire rights 


is gonna change my mind. Because..." she turns around and puts in upside-down vampire 
teeth, mumbling around them hilariously: | am a vampire! 


Anybody else would laugh and struggle to stay in character, at this gorgeous sight, but all of 
this is too close to reality for old Jason, considering how broken and post-traumatic he is. 
Something safe that turned out deadly. Sarah, Steven, the Conference, the stage: they all 
fade away. He screams, terrified to be so close to it -- to still want it, so badly, this beautiful, 
sexy, unattainable woman, now complete with the fangs -- and wigs impressively. He grabs 
the flag, screaming, smashes it over one knee, and rushes her. She drops onto her back on 
the stage, caught off-guard by this sudden new twist, and in the audience Luke leaps to his 
feet, grateful Jason's finally cracked. 


Sarah's scared to death, hips moving like the ocean; Steve's eyes travel Jason's body in 
slow-motion, the stake in his hands, the muscles under his shirt: as though he is Jason and 
Jason's the vampire, for a moment, everything he wants and everything he wants to be. As 
though he could be Jason or fuck Jason or somehow both at once, blurring across state lines. 
Jason, standing over his wife with a wooden stake, screaming wordlessly. He is Amy and he 
is Eddie, for a moment, endlessly murdering and being murdered. Steve's the first to 
applaud. 


The crowd goes wild: that's how you do it. That's where we're heading. Can't say it yet, 
can't see it yet, but that's where Steve's leading them. It's the reason Jason is the favorite, 
and precisely opposes the obvious reasons Luke knows they shouldn't love him. Inside the 
FOL is another Fellowship, an Army of the Light. And this is its first lieutenant, wrought ona 
spindle like Maryann's: desire and hatred and passion and love, fear and disgust, twisted 
together like the spectrum of visible light. Steve ejaculates while Jason falls back, through 
time: Amy drives the stake into Eddie's heart, and he is gone, and Jason's falling back like 
Sarah now, onto his back, face twisted in fear and sadness and betrayal. But on her face, 
none of these: it's a mirror of her husband's, in this moment. Where Jason's face is amask 
of grief and loss, she sees only passion. "I'mso sorry," Jason says, tears rising in his throat, 
and she assures him she's okay. Honeycomb, he wasn't talking to you. 


-- Page 21 -- 


Terry loads the counter with meal after meal, plate after plate; he can no longer guarantee 
they're cooked through, there are so many. Arlene comes to the counter and checks him 
out: he's "sweating like a ice-water pitcher." He manages to look her in the eye: "I'm 
feeling the pressure, Arlene. | don't like feeling the pressure." They both know, what he 
means. She tells him to take a break and he says he can't, so she takes off her apron and 
heads back, shouting for Daphne. He burns himself and throws something down, yelping. 
"Give me your tongs," she says, and when he protests there's something hilarious in her 
voice, imperious, mothering: "Give me your toooooongs. Take a break." She sends Daphne 
out with the platters for table four, which of course Daphne can't identify (Remember how 
easily Amy learned it? She understood abandon.) but one withering, exasperated look from 
Arlene sends her out onto the floor anyway. They agree she's not working out, Terry and 
Arlene, and he notes that it's all going to table four: "What the hell's going on at table 
four?" he whispers, but we already know. 


Daphne stands in the whirl of a Merlotte's gone quietly exciting; there's a bit more 
movement, a bit more noise, than usual. She stares at them, wondering which table the 
food is for, and Maryann calls her over, smiling cruelly. "Miss! Miss? | think you're looking 


for me." We all are, sometimes. "I'd have stood there all night if you hadn't noticed me!" 
She asks Maryann, ironically, how she could tell Daphne's new, and Maryann gives her the 
full treatment: "Because you care about doing a good job. Now you just keep on caring, and 
one day you'll be the best at what you do. That's my advice." Wonderful. Pitch perfect. 
Daphne falls in love with her a bit and leaves; Maryann grins privately, deliciously, and bites 
into an onion ring, wriggling in her chair with the music. 


Sam notes the sheer amount of beer at Andy's table, and counsels moderation, but 
eventually Andy admits that whatever usual level of pathetic he's laboring under, the 
actuality is bad enough that his nine years of sobriety are worth giving up. Sam sits down, 
warily and distractedly concerned, the way people always are with Andy: "Lots of people in 
this town don't need to see you this way." Sam's such a good boy. Andy spent the entire last 
season up his ass for no reason, but now that it's down to it he's telling Andy what a symbol 
of goodness and justice he is. How people deserve to see that. 
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"The people in this town don't see me. Not for what | really am." Sam tells him another 
option would be to suck it up and respect himself first by not being such a HUGE BABY, but 
I'm so sure Andy's hearing that. "Bud took me off a case, Sam. | don't know about you, but 
in my book that's a capital D-motion." Sam gets it, and changes his tune, apologizing; Andy 
promises he'll pull it together tomorrow, get back on the right path, but tonight he needs to 
lose it. Tonight, of all nights, with Maryann on table four, how could he not? Sam gets it, and 
nods, looking around at the rising chaos, anxious to give something back for Andy's 
honesty. "One of the things | set out to do here when | opened up here was have a place 
where you could come, get a drink, nobody would bother you to dance." 


Andy agrees vociferously, and tenders up another story. It's kinda funny, | guess, but mostly 
interesting because it obviously means something huge to Andy but not to Sam, or us. "I 
hate to dance. This one time | was ina club in Shreveport, and | actually had awoman tell me 
| looked like a epileptic on meth." Sam is sad for him, and a bit touched by the way this story 
is related. Also weirded out. "Never again, Sam. Never again." He takes a pull off his beer 
and Sam heads back, into the dancing, taking away Andy's empties. | love much about this 
show, you might have noticed, but | really do love the way everybody remembers to love 
Andy. He's just the worst, and they give as good as they get, but when it's time to take care 
of Andy Bellefleur, no matter how bad he'll make you pay for it later, they all do it. He's used 
so well, because he never gets tamed no matter how many times it plays out. He's the Rygel, 
the Cordelia/Spike/Anya: That element without which we'd all be better off, and which 
therefore must be protected at all costs. Which she barely did, it's not like she asked 
Longshadow to eat her face. But on the other hand: when you've survived so many people, 
when your mourning becomes so constant, maybe survivor guilt is just part of the 
wallpaper. Maybe it's because Jessica's the only dead person she can apologize to... Ooops, 
doesn't matter. There goes Jessica! 


Zooming to the door, banging on it, screaming for her mother and her sister. When the door 
opens, a voice says quietly, "Fault: Front door." Can you imagine growing up in that? Before 
vampires, the Hambys lingered at the threshold, every coming and going measured, 
heartbeat racing, afraid to leave, afraid to let anybody in. Keeping the home and hearth as 
pure and untouched as he could. 


Mom grabs her ina hug, and she says hello to Eden behind her. "Where were you?" she asks, 
and Momassures her it doesn't matter: "Just call your father." Jessica doesn't like this, and 
falters fora moment before introducing her to Sookie. "My ... Friend." Sookie's eyes are, of 
course, bugging the fuck out because she just screwed the pooch and knows it, and the 
whole time she's like, DO NOT CRY, even as the mom is wigging out; she stares at the mom 
and tries to figure out a way out of this mess, trying to distract them before the mom... 
"Honey, your arm's like ice. Come on in and I'll make you some tea." And it's done. Jessica 
looks over at Sookie with a wild look, joyful almost and afraid, crossing a threshold, a state 
line, into the house: they're bad girls, on a wild night. Breaking the first rule. Begging her to 
be the big sister just a minute more. 


-- Page 24 -- 


That sweet old racist drunk that Tara yelled at that time, Jane, notices Eggs coming in 
through the front door, and takes notice. Tara, who just today basically dumped him before 
they even got started, is not overjoyed. Possession, selling, armed robbery, assault, 
overpass. He's trouble. "Eggs, I'm working," she says, and he apologizes and asks her to 
hear him out. Jane stares at him, hungry and forward: "/'I] hear you out!" Tara's appalled. 
"Jane Bodenhouse! You are a crazy-ass drunk, but normally you wait for some loser to hit on 
you. What the hell has gotten into you?" Jane's wearing a ridiculous side-pony and looks 
twice as nuts as usual. She admits she doesn't actually know, and wanders away. Welcome 
to Jacob on two shots of tequila, side-pony included, depending on the last time | saw Pam. 


"Okay," Tara barks at him. "What?" Out on the floor, Maryann blesses Jane Bodenhouse. 
One hand lightly on her head, and Jane twirls underneath it, squeaking with joy. Confidence 
and sensuality. Behind Eggs, two men dance with a woman between them. Their bodies 
want to touch, touch everywhere. 


"All right, listen," he says. "My dad left us when | was alittle kid. Sol don't remember shit 
about him, except this. He used to always say, 'You can't get what you want in life, so in 
order to get it, you're prepared not to want it.'" She laughs: that's her experience too. The 
opposite of all Maryann can teach us. "Well, | say fuck that. | wanna be with you, Tara, and | 
refuse to pretend | don't." She's touched, good opening, and the waves of abandon hitting 
her at once. We move from state to state. 


Maryann whirls out of the dancing and grabs hold of Andy, blessing him. Momentary 
purpose, worship of the moment. "Detective Bellefleur, you come dance with me!" She's 
adorable, sexy, drinking him in. He stumbles with his words, after two many beers, but 
becoming sharper; he says he doesn't dance and she laughs. "With me you do!" We all do. 
She drags him into it, grinning and wild. It's his last night drinking, after all. Abandon, then 
moderation. 


Jason's flossing, in pajama pants, when Luke surprises him. "Think you walk on water, don't 
you?" Jason's been through this, the jealous, and his stance is cool: "Pretty sure that was 
Mosesé¢" Luke's disgusted by this complete lack of anything, and Jason shrugs when he 
explains it. "And what the hell was the deal with you snapping the American flag in half? 
Like you're some Muslim Buffy with a dick! That's all kinds of messed up." It's also totally 
awesome. Jason rolls his eyes and fakely apologizes that everybody else liked it so much 
more than Luke did, but Luke's not buying. Jason's smile falls: "Your being here is a joke, 
Stackhouse. They may not see it now, but they will. Day one might have went to you? Day 


two belongs to the Lukinator." He points at Jason's sad face, and then his own, and 
disappears. 


== Page 25 == 


Jason's tickled, anda little irked, as he turns back to the mirror. He was flossing that 
morning, that beautiful morning in the bathroom when Amy smiled at him and told him 
they could be a family, travel the world: Jason, Amy and Eddie. Like a pet, she said. And killed 
him. Voices claw up as he looks: "Die, Fanger!" and protestations that he is the tool of Satan, 
that he's a traitor. Eddie barely conscious as he brought the TruBlood to his lips, begging 
him to drink. To live. He shakes his head, eyes shut tight, vowing not to cry. 


Sam wheels a keg out into the storeroom, struck by the intensity of the bar outside: the 
dancing, the laughter and shouting, the driving beat. Outside, they're serving themselves 
from the taps, dancing harder and faster. Jane, blessed, holds her arms up, like a goddess. 
What's gotten into her is everything. Everybody smiling, drinking in abundance, in their 
abandon. Andy Bellefleur dances, and when he dances he does indeed resemble an epileptic 
on meth; what makes him beautiful is that he doesn't care, anymore. Maryann dances 
about, crouching and beckoning; across the floor, smiling at her, Tara rides him. The women 
ride the men, against tables and stools. Jane's arms rise toward the ceiling, her body like a 
knife. Jane is gone, blessed with abandon; her eyes are black as night. 


Maryann comes meekly, laughing, into Sam's office. He growls. "What the fuck is going on 
out there?" She shrugs. "I'm talking about the dancing and the gyrating and the people 
nearly having sex on the pool table?" She offers the theory that people returned from the 
rodeo ina good mood, and he pushes it too far. "Damn it, Maryann, this is my bar. These are 
my people. This is my town!" Too loud, and not the right words. This is tribute. They're not 
his. She stalks toward him, vibrating; changing state. He begins to whimper, as the air 
grows thick and quiet, throbbing. He begs her to stop. "Don't do that. I've seen you do that 
before..." Maryann's eyes close, rolling up to heaven, and Sam Merlotte begins to weep, 
begging her to stop. She pulls him in with her, and the world changes. He falls. 


Maryann Forrester crouches and looks into his dog's eyes, smiling nastily. Offended and 
laughing. "Abracadabra, Sam. What | just did to you, |can do anytime, anywhere." To 
anyone, to them out there: to bless them, to bring the animals out, to live eternally. His eyes 
are scared, and so sad; he can't move. "So unless you want your customers to know your 
little secret, you better think twice before you threaten me ever again. Do we understand 
each other?" Never, and always. 


-- Page 26 -- 


"| don't normally cuss," Sookie whispers in the Hamby's living room, "But you 

have completely fucked me." Jessica apologizes, seeming honestly appalled: "I know. And 
I'm sorry, but | swear it was like it wasn't even me doing it." Her tone gets arch, alittle 
teenager bit: "It must be those new vampire impulse control issues." Sookie stares her 
down: "Fuck your impulse control issues," she hisses, as Eden enters with sandwiches. 
Sookie thanks her kindly, and mom's voice echoes from the kitchen, demanding stasis and 
purity: "You already had dinner. Don't touch those sandwiches." Eden doesn't even react, 
just tells Sookie she's pretty. Sookie's delighted, and tells Eden she's very pretty herself. 
She is, but the resigned sigh tells a longer, older story: "No, I'm not. Got a problem with 
hair." Fault: Front door. 


Jessica runs to her father, and holds onto him so tightly, fora moment. Mom hugs herself, 
happy to have the world back. Regardless of the quality of the world, we all want this. 
Almost regretfully, he pulls back and begins to shake her, voice rising and rising as Sookie 
stands. "How could you do this? Do you have any idea what you put your mother through? 
Why, Jessica? You tell me why?" She protests weakly, calls him Daddy, even as Sookie shouts 
"Mr. Hamby!" in a warning voice. But once he threatens her, Jessica's back goes straight 
and she nearly smiles: "Go ahead, Daddy. Get your belt," she suggests, shoving him back. 
And then the fangs: "But this time I'll be ready for you." 


Fangtasia!'s banging outside Eric's office, where gunshot Lafayette rolls around on the 
couch in pain, with the collar still around his neck. Chow laments the blood he's losing and 
already lost, hates to let it go to waste, waiting for Eric. Pam crooks an eyebrow: "Yeah, 
maybe one day you'll be Sheriff and you can make the rules." They agree this is doubtful, 
and smile, distracted by the blood in the air. When Eric enters, Pam does this amazing move, 
composing herself against a keg or something as though she were just hanging out, not 
salivating over all that blood. It's adorable and fucking scary, which: welcome to Pam. 


"Sorry to keep you waiting for so long," Eric says, grabbing some paperwork and looking 
over it easily. "How's the leg?" The legis shitty, but thanks for asking. "After all your 
proclamations about what a model prisoner you were going to be, you had to try to escape," 
Eric says exhaustedly. Lafayette points out the odds of him getting killed anyway, and Eric's 
like, "Well now we'll never know." He asks Lafayette if he'd like to die from the gunshot, or 
from getting eaten right now, and Lafayette chooses Plan C. Eric's intrigued for a second, 
doesn't hide it: "There's a Plan C?" Make him a vampire, obviously. 


== Page 27 == 


Eric tamps down on his emotion and begs Lafayette's pardon, but he's clearly been thinking 
about this. Probably long before the dungeon, even. "And you can put me to work in the bar. 
I'm a good dancer, you seen it on my site." Eric doesn't agree exactly, but he does move 
closer, and Lafayette lays on the sexy voice: "Shit, | get up there and move earth and 
heaven, gogo style..." Eric's tickled and playful, reminding Lafayette of the gaping hole in 
his leg -- "You're damaged goods!" he says, with pretend innocence -- but Lafayette 
knows more than he thinks: Not if you turn me. I'll be good as ever." Eric's surprised, again 
enough to showit. 


"Look, I'm already a person of poor moral character. So I'll hit the ground running. And | 
damn near glamour people already. Give me what y'all got and it's on me, cracker." As 
muchas | love the idea, | still have to admit that Lafayette is building a damn fine case here, 
logically. These are all true things. On the other hand, selling Vis about as gross as anything 
considering it's not reallya "drug" in the classic sense where you can at least pretend 
you're not linked to horrible shit and people dying all the time. V, the person actually dies. 
Even Amy admitted that part of it. And though Eddie was a special case, you're still 
involved. A wise poster on the forums compared V addiction and sales to kiddie porn: you're 
directly involved no matter what. If you did it, you've done it. 


Pam's intrigued too, because she appreciates variety in all its forms, and looks to Eric. "Not 
only will | be a badass vampire, but I'll be your badass vampire." Whatever level of sexy and 
intrigued Eric was repping before now, it doubles. "Interesting," he says. Because it only 
took Lafayette this long to become Bill's opposite: the most vampire human of all. 
Lafayette's surprised, thinking it's a reprieve, but then it's not. Then it's chowtime. Eric 


gives the word and takes his arm, Pam the chest, and Chow on the leg. And Lafayette begins 
to howl. 


"How could you let some bloodsucker bite you like that?" Jessica's dad asks, comparing his 
daughter for a second to Lafayette, and Sookie reacts to the epithet but Jessica reacts to 
something much deeper, much more insistent and vital and angry: "I didn't let anybody do 
anything to me. But oh, am | glad he did! Because now | get to homeschool you, in what it's 
like to be scared." Fault this. 


Sookie's fast; Jessica's faster. She zooms at her father, holding him, and shoves Sookie 
away and down, gently almost: "Jesus Christ, Sookie. Would you shut the fuck up?" Eden 
worries at Sookie while Mom begs Jessica to chill: "This isn't you!" Jessica could laugh. "You 
don't know the first thing about me. You're too dumb to know anything." Sookie's 
offended on mom's behalf, like a good girl, but Jessica's serious. "Oh, what? She is dumb. 
She's dumber than a sack full of hammers, and he's as meanasa snake. And that's the way 
it's always gonna be around here." She looks down at Eden, crying, afraid. Doesn't really 
matter whose fault it is, this time: it's ending. "Right here, right now. And | am doing it with 
your belt." She goes for it, and he grabs at her hands; she's offended, disgusted: the belt 
stays on? After all this time? Eden's scared and he comforts her, before Jessica hurls him 
across the room, crucified, her hands at his wrists. She breathes, then loops the belt around 
his neck. (Why? No reason vampires could explain. This is all for her. This is her liberation, 
the shape it takes. Cheer her on.) "Don't worry," she whispers. "This will only hurt fora 
minute." He went there first. 
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Jessica goes for his neck just as their front door crashes open -- "Fault" -- and Bill stands 
there, unable to enter, called there by Sookie's fall and Jessica's uproar. Jessica resists, but 
as her maker Bill commands her, and she stops moving. He summons Eden to the door, 
against Daddy's protest, and glamours her: "Now, you listen to me. I'm here to protect you. 
You and your mother and your father. | am your friend. So you just invite me inandIcan 
make everything stop." He's so sexy, with the rattler going. "You can?" she asks, justifiably 
suspicious of grownups, and he smiles beautifully at her. "Yes." She doesn't pause. "Won't 
you please come in, sir?" 


He zooms to Sookie, pushing her toward the door as she babbles her apologies: "SHUT UP." 
It's angry and mean, and stops her in her tracks. She stands outside the door, and he bends 
to clean up her mess, snarling into black. 


SEX & CANDY 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 2 | Episode 3 | Aired on 06.28.2009 


Scratches - Tara and Jason finally notice the total creepiness of their respective cults, Bill and Sookie 
break up 100times, and the awesomest love story of all time. 


Best one so far, | think. Coming back from the Hamby's house -- where Bill has glamoured 
them hard (and hopefully made Jessica's dad less of a creep) -- Bill and Sookie have a giant 
fight. She runs off after one taste too many of Bill's ugly paternalistic side, and is of course 
immediately attacked by a mysterious minotaurean creature that looks disturbingly like 
Jamiroquai. 


While Sookie lies around groaning and bleeding grossly just like every other episode, it is 
determined that the scratches on her back contain a Komodo-like and agonizing paralytic, 
presumably the sort used on Miss Jeanette before it took her heart. Watching Sookie cough 
up disgusting white gunk makes Bill fall back in love with her, while Eric sends Chow and 
Pam (in her favorite pumps!) to find the monster. Eric's delightful dwarven house doctor Dr. 
Ludwig burns out Sookie's infection with acid while Bill holds her down. 


Of course, now that he's saved her life it's assured Sookie will take Eric's Dallas job, 
especially after a disconcerting experience with Ginger reveals the still-mortal Lafayette's 
continued dungeon visit. She goes the eff off on Eric, buying L's freedom with her promise. 
Along talk about how maybe vampires aren't like cuter versions of bunny rabbits causes 
Sookie to reevaluate this shit, but it probably won't really register. 


Eric makes it perfectly crystal clear that he would like to have lots and lots of sex with 
Lafayette, because Eric is the king of really good ideas, but less awesome is Lafayette's total 
state of PTSD. Finally home, be drops the brave face, curls up on his couch, and cries like a 
baby for I'm guessing several weeks. 


Jason's still heaving and sweating half-naked, but since it's at the Light of Day retreat he's 
doing it solo; no-homo dreams of Eddie and nervous bunkroom prayers irk the Lukinator 
even worse than before. A group-therapy cult indoctrination helps Jason admit his doubts 
about the FOL's hateful agenda, not to mention his positive connections to vamps like Bill 
and Eddie; Sarah Newlin immediately brings him right back into the church with flattery 
and rhetoric, just enough truth, and the sad story of her own sister's fangbanger death. 
Dinner at the Newlins gets kinda bi, but not in the good way, and so Jason ends up in their 
guestroom, blueballs glowing like the sun. 


Post-drunken riot at Merlotte's, Sam goes off on Daphne and Tara and leaves the bar to 
Terry, who points out what a total coward he's being. Tara asks Maryann why Sam totally 
fucking hates her; she pretends innocence but lays on the jealousy thing thick, making Sam 
the bad guy. One last romp with Dean the dog leads to aromantic midnight swim with 
adorable Daphne (Google Daphnis, not Daphne, if you're following the Maryann stuff), who 
carries the scars of a Jamiroquai bite her own self. 


Renewed affections with Eggs are the highlight of a party that evening, which starts with 
acoustic guitar and ends with: fat naked Louisianans fucking, a disappearing/reappearing 


quantum pig, black-eyed threesomes everywhere, bacchant insanity, Andy more adorably 
befuddled than ever, and Tara freaking the fuck out because swingers are nasty as hell. 


Best of all, a bored Jessica heads to Merlotte's and, just as we suspected, gets Hoyt's 
beautiful heart in her hands immediately. They are adorable as hell, turning at least one 
cynic's heart inside out with the power of their beautiful true-love romance. It is the 
greatest thing that ever happened in the history of human life. (Oh, Hoyt. Now do you see 
why | love him? Jesus.) So she takes him home, accidentally pops premature fang, and then 
heads for second. Sadly, Bill and Sookie come home and nearly pass out parentally from all 
the semiotics in play: Your daughter making out with a boy is bad, but a human making out 
with a teen vampire is bad in the exact opposite direction. Wonder who Bill's going to spank 
first? 


Next week: our nation's birthday and athree-ep marathon. In two weeks, Bill and Sookie 
finally go to Dallas to track down Godric, Maryann reacts to Tara's decision to move out, 
Daphne gets more mysterious and awesome, and things get weird(er) at Light Of Day. 


Discuss this episode in our forums, then see who vlogger Sean Crespo thinks Bill will hook up with 
next in No Prior Knowledge! 


Want more? The full recap starts right below! 


You can tell Bill's pissed, because his mouth is making the same face as always but his eyes 
aren't doing that sympathetic eyebrow thing. That equals mad. Also, passive-aggressively 
driving superfast with your scared girlfriend next to you and your sniveling bleeding-eyed 
daughter in the backseat. Sookie yells at him to stop it, and he pulls over, finally, although 
with vampire reflexes I'm sure driving that fast is perfectly safe. Like when they go zooming 
superfast like that, they probably bump into things really rarely. 


Sookie apologizes for taking Jessica to murder her family, but... Bill immediately jumps up 
her ass about his favorite topic under the moon: "She is vampyre! She has no family!" 
Jessica, not understanding that this is now all about rhetoric and semantics, because it's Bill 
and Sookie and if they don't havea fight every six minutes they'll both die, jumps in there 
saying the meanest thing she can think of: "I'ma monster and I'm gonna be alone forever! 
Because of you!" 


Which is masterful on several levels, because not only is it about how he's totally guilty 
about Jessica even existing, but manages to score an indirect hit off his obsessive 
relationship with Sookie, which is intense precisely because they're each other's one shot. 
(And on the meta-Jessica level, awesome because it presages her finding her own version of 
Bill/Sookie, and all the gender and sexual reversals that arise from that, not only 
thematically but as actual, kitchen-sink foreshadowing: "I'm going to be alone forever," 
she says, working off the powerful loneliness of -- can you imagine? -- Bill Compton and 
Sookie Stackhouse being literally the only other people in her life.) 


He tells her to shut up as she continues to whine, and she tells him to eat shit, awesomely, 
so he says it in his Vampyre Lord Maker Daddy voice, which shoves her physically back into 
the seat cushions. He tries to explain to Sookie how many different ways she fucked up. 
"You undermined my authority as her maker. You risked those peoples' safety and your 
own. If | had not glamoured them within an inch of their sanity, our lives would have been 


shattered." Sookie's like, "Dude! Gotcha! My bad!" He asks her what use her apologies are, 
and she asks him what use being a big baby about it is now, and she's like, "Okay, but also 
my Gran died, sad face, so let's think about that for a second." Bill says, very logically, that 
the fact her Gran went down ina storm of blood that Sookie cleaned up with her own two 
hands is not admissible for this fight, and calls her an "irresponsible child," which amazes 
Sookie, because it's amazing, because when you're dating somebody literally one-twentieth 
your age, you can't say that shit. "She is a loaded gun, Sookie. Not a doll for you to dress up 
and play with." 
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Which is true, which is why Sookie gets the fuck out the car and starts walking, even though 
Bon Temps is nearly 20 miles off still. He weakly yells at her for like one second and then 
gets in the car all huffy and slams the door, and Jessica's like, ''Um, you have to go after her, 
douche." Bill Compton looks really good in this scene. "She wants you to go after her, and 
kiss her, and tell her that you luvvv her." Bill's all, "I'm the drama queen, she's the 
handicapped realist, you're the loaded gun. Stay in your box. Everybody stay in their box. 
Sookie can't be the one that runs off and acts ridiculous, or stands on misty moors and 
stares into space, because then | will have no identity to speak of." 


Jessica's like, "First of all, | can't handle it when Mommy and Daddy fight, because you're 
the only two people | know on Earth now. Secondly: You both do that all the time. Go get her 
ass So we can go home. I've got dried blood running down my face so | look like an autopsy." 
He shakes his head and says Sookie will come back when she's ready. Which | sort of hate, 
because | hate whenever guys demonstrate "waiting around" for their woman to stop being 
crazy and settle down and do what they're told, not because that doesn't happen but 
because it happens both ways, and on TV it's only ever women that get overemotional and 
you have to wait for them to calm down, whereas in my experience the opposite is true, but 
that fits so well with Bill's overarching and sort of lazy paternalistic vibe that whatever, he'll 
sit in that fucking car all night waiting for Sookie to work it out. And | mean, it's not about 
who has the "right" to be angry, because that's always just code for who has the right to be 
a dick, but if anybody has the right to be angry, it's Bill, because they both knew he would be 
mad and they both knew it was going to be on him, whatever happened. 


But also: 1) Stop treating her like a loaded gun and she'll stop acting like one and 2) Stop 
forcing her into positions where she's made to feel filthy for just existing. Which is your 
whole bag, and it's sad, but the whole menstruation metaphor last week ("Shouldn't | know 
this about myself? Shouldn't Bill have told me?2") is also a metaphor for how bad those kind 
of talks can go, because Bill's shame -- essentially about his body, his desires -- is getting 
all over Jessica. Which is precisely where she came from. And frankly, they both deserve 
better. 


Sookie finds herself, meanwhile, in a horror movie about dark country roads and strange 
noises and calling out for somebody that's not there and getting more and more terrified as 
the sounds get closer and feeling eyes on you and then finally summoning the strength to 
turn around and look at the thing that every part of your body is telling you not to look at. 
What's unusual about this one, though, is twofold. Firstly, there's actually something there. 
Secondly, it looks likelamiroquai, which is atypical as far as animals you might find in the 
woodsat night. Its claws are filthy wet, and very sharp, and she goes down immediately, 
paralyzed and staring. 


-- Page 3 -- 


Bills feels it and his eyes get wide and he runs! She doesn't move, but she does groan 
horribly when he turns her over, and she's like, "Sort of a bull, sort of a human, | don't know, 
I'm fucked up." Or whatever, that same thing but in the language of grunts and burbles. So 
he does the whole DRINK BEFORE THE WOUND CLOSES thing, but it turns out not so great 
this time, and for whatever reason his vampire blood is vinegar and the Jamiroquai venom is 
baking soda and that makes Sookie a third-grade volcano erupting in white barfy foam. 


Jessica's like, "GROSS! And AWESOME!" Bill tells her to get the car, and she drives superfast 
to Fangtasia! and then Jessica gets all pissy when he tells her to go home. Which, Fangtasia! 
is awesome, that's where you get Eric and Pam, so! understand her being sullen about it, 
but also: what's the point? | guess because the club's probably not empty, so he'd have to 
watch out for both of them, and he's too consumed by the all-consuming consumption of 
Sookie to deal. He throws that "maker" thing around like Mardi Gras beads some more -- 
which, again, how is this different from before? -- and she sullenly drives off. 


Daphne comes into Sam's office, scared to death, and he's still staring into space due to the 
whole Maryann issue where she turned him into a dog and all that. Daphne's scared because 
she's short. As in very, asin $64 ("and, like, eight cents"), which is a whole lot actually. 
"Goddamnit, Daphne!" he yells, and she jerks, and he apologizes but says she'll have to 
make up for it. Almost crying, she empties out her apron onto the table, crushed bills and 
coins, and leaves crying. Tara appears with that smug Maryann wisdom smile on her face 
and explains to Sam that Daphne needs positive reinforcement: "Nobody succeeds at 
anything in life unless somebody leads them," Tara says. 


Which is bullshit, and the first thing the whole Maryann and Tara Dog & Pony Show have said 
that | actually disagree with. The grossest thing in the world is finding yourself in a position 
where you're selling self-reliance, and the people can come and say, "Please! Tell us more 
about how to think for ourselves!" | mean, that's nasty on accident. But Maryann, maybe 
she's doing it on purpose. Which is sick, especially because -- like Amy, or the Newlins -- 
she has a lot to offer that doesn't lead there. On the other hand, without worship Gods just 
start wheezing and forgetting where they parked the car, sol guess the rules area little 
different here. 
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Sam gets all pissy, and Tara once more questions what Sam's deal is with Maryann, or what 
she did to him -- other than just drop almost $300 in his bar -- and he can't say "Because 
she vibed on me when we were fucking in my teen years, and because she turns me intoa 
dog if | act up" so he just says he doesn't want her in the bar anymore, and that Tara should 
stay the hell away from her. When Tara protests that he doesn't even know her, Sam yells 
over his shoulder that she doesn't either, and she's all alone in his office with her face 
screwed up going, "Ugh, he just doesn't get it. Some people just don't want to be happy" or 
whatever. 


Sookie asks tiny little Dr. Ludwig what kind of doctor she is, and she says, "The healing 
kind?" | think she's the Mines of Moria kind. Possibly the Travelocity kind. She's very terse 
and methodical, putting on gloves and touching the scars, which are livid and disgusting. 
When Sookie screams, Bill reacts of course, and when Sookie asks if she's dying and the 
doctor says yes, Bill gets all jumpy and weird and starts yelling. 


"Back off, vampire," the little old lady grunts. "Let me do my job." Eric explains that Billis a 
huge drama queen and very much in love, abnormally attached. Ludwig explains that 
Sookie's been poisoned, so Bill wigs out more. "You ever heard of komodo dragons? Their 
mouths are teeming with bacteria." Bill is almost crying, and Sookie's all wiggly and gurgly. 
"After one has bitten you, it will track you for hours, days, just waiting for the toxins to 
slowly eat away at your nervous system until you're good and helpless. Then it will devour 
you alive." That's why | never married Sharon Stone, that right there. 


Sookie's kind of out of it so she's like, "Wait, | was attacked by a fucking dragon?" Ludwig's 
like, No, something better. Maybe she saw it before, maybe not, but there's not really time 
to do the whole House thing on it, due to Sookie dying. She tells the boys to leave so she can 
take off Sookie's clothes and deal with this, and Bill crouches and stares into her very 
effectively terrified eyes. He tells her how sorry he is, and her response is to shoot out more 
volcano foam, coughing and gross. 


Outside, Eric's like, "Okay, so something with the head of the bull?" Bill can't think of 
anything, and didn't see the thing at all, and when he gave her blood the vomit fountain 
was the result. Eric is surprised by his lack of knowledge about this particular kind of thing, 
because he knows everything, and he sends Pam and Chow to go find it. Pam resists because 
she's wearing Betsey Johnson pumps, and he pulls Master on her, in Swedish, so she goes 
off scowling. "She is extremely lazy," Eric notes, "But loyal." He asks about Bill's Pam, 
Jessica, and Bill rolls his eyes around. "Petulant. Dangerous. Afraid." Eric almost giggles. 
"Being a good maker is very rewarding." Bill's like, "Ah have no tahm to discuss the fahner 
points of makers, for my one true love is in pain," and Eric tells him to chill. "Dr. Ludwig 
treated one of Pam's humans when it was mauled by a werewolf. Lost an eye, but otherwise 
he's fine." Which is not comforting, but is overshadowed by the huge giant Sookie scream 
echoing all over the place. 
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Bill zooms into the office, where Dr. Ludwig is fully pouring acid (or maybe vinegar, just to 
see what happens) on her back and burning it out. Which is like a metaphor for every second 
of this show. "Hold her down!" Dr. Ludwig screams, and since there aren't any options, Bill 
has to hold Sookie down while she's screaming. Which is sort of a metaphor for their 
relationship, and also really sad and scary, but is overshadowed by the huge giant 
Jamiroquai claw Ludwig pulls out of the scar as she's digging her little gnome fingers into 
the wound. It's so gross! Sookie's hurting so much that her breathing is just a whistle, like 
the ghost of a scream. 


With which we jump to Jason, who's at Jesus Camp, waking up with the cold sweats and also 
screaming. He laughs at himself and falls back into bed, but who's next to him? Naked? 
Good old Eddie, which is par for the course with Jason. "You're so warm," Eddie moans. 
"And I'mso cold!" Jason starts freaking out, and Eddie makes a very good point, which is 
that if Jason loved Eddie, and he did, and if Jason is still in post-traumatic mourning for 
Eddie, which he is, then why the eff is Jason hanging at the Waco compound of hating 
vampires? Jason doesn't really formulate a plausible or logical response, mostly just 
screaming you're fucking dead over and over, so Eddie caresses him for a moment sweetly, 
then goes in for the bite. 


With which we jump to Jason, who's at Jesus Camp, waking up with the cold sweats and also 
screaming. He puts his hands together in actual prayer and begs God to help him out, 


because he's completely lost track of right and wrong, and since whatever usual 
foggy-headed methods Jason uses to figure out what is going on around him are not 
working, he's actually sort of going nuts at this point. "Please give me another sign, 
because I'm lost, I'm so fucking lost..." God, notoriously a reticent communicator, has no 
real answer. Or maybe he does. "There's your sign," yells the Lukinator, throwing a pillow at 
him to shut him up. Jason finally pulls it together, sort of, and pulls his blanket up and tries 
to lie down, but hits his head on the windowsill and whines to himself, like a child. 


Ludwig's done, and tells Bill he can feed Sookie now if he wants. He pops fang and Eric grabs 
his arm, offering to do it himself because he's older and stronger, and Bill's like, "Ah will 
never allow one such as you" or whatever, and Eric laughs at him and backs off. Bill feeds her 
and she goes to town, as Eric says goodbye to Dr. Ludwig. "Fuck off!" she yells over her 
shoulder, which also makes Eric laugh. "She's no fan of the fang. She tolerates us, because 
our blood is of such great value to healers." Sookie comes conscious, groaning and sucking 
the hell out of Bill's arm to the point where Eric's like, "You'll overcook her!" So Bill pulls 
out, with five different kinds of o-face happening, and she looks up at him just covered in 
blood, all over her face, and thanks him sweetly, and he tenderly lays her head back down so 
she can rest. They are a very sweet couple sometimes. 
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Pam and Chow return, to report that they've found nothing. Human tracks, "filthy" animal 
smell, nothing they recognized. Eric sends them to ask around, and Pam scowls, arms 
akimbo, with leaves and shit in her hair and mud all over her shoes. "Pam? Those were great 
pumps," he grins, which makes Chow smile, but Pam not so much. 


Alone again with Eric, Bill doesn't want to move Sookie yet, and Eric offers to take care of 
her. Of course, Bill's not going anywhere, so Eric offers him Longshadow's coffin for the 
night. Which is interesting. Not hugely interesting, but interesting, because that's so Eric: 
"You can sleep in the bed of that dude you killed, if you want. No hard feelings or anything, 
considering you paid out the ass for doing it already. It's kind of messy because he liked to 
eat in bed, but whatever." Like, why would that be weird now? Bill makes a point of thanking 
Eric for his hospitality -- Is that Bill etiquette or vampire etiquette? He's so mannered and 
stilted and dramatic it could be either -- and for saving Sookie. "I'm sure there's a way she 
canrepay me," Eric smiles, looking him in the eye, and Bill realizes this is like yet another 
reason she's going to Dallas. 


There's stuff floating in the stew that Karl is making. | think | see corn, and ears. He serves 
Maryann a bit ona spoon and she slurps it: "That's delicious, Karl. Could use a little more 
juniper, don't you think?" Karl, needing to please her right now so she doesn't beat him up 
again, agrees vociferously. She's arranging roses when Tara comes down in her robe, and 
she says she's having a party. Who knows how many people are coming? They laugh, 
because that's all they dois laugh. Maryann offers breakfast, and Tara's just asking for 
coffee instead when Karl hands her some. "I don't think I'll ever get used to people just 
doing things for me without me even asking," Tara says, and Maryann laughs, rolling a 
joint. "Well, Karl knows that if he wants to find real fulfillment in life, he need to learn to be 
of service. So everything he does for us is really a selfish act." 


Which, | can get there for sure. Except again, not really the point, because firstly that's an 
ugly way to say that, and secondly it becomes very Tim Hunter Circe Tattoo, with the whole 
pig thing. And again: Gods need worship, so whatever. But you have to be very clear ina 


setup like that to be sure everybody knows it's a choice, or else you're not really gaining any 
insight. Like Jesus washing the feet, or Hestia's temple, or those nuns that wash the 
courtyard flagstones every day: They're doing it as a sacrament. Putting aside their pride 
and comfort for the good of others, and serving with their hands. And that's the most 
amazing, beautiful thing in the world to me. But if you forget for a second that you're doing 
it as asacrament, then you're just on your knees. 
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After a beat, Tara asks Maryann, why Sam hates her, and she makes a hilariously fake sad 
frowny face, like, completely innocent and bothered: "Sam hates me?" Tara explains about 
the whole blowup last night, but doesn't mention the fact that he spits every time Tara 
starts with Maryann's particular kind of Ayn Randian self-belief agenda. Maryann offers the 
theory that it's because they used to date. "Still not valuing yourself. You are a fantastic 
woman. Sam lost you. He's just looking for someone to blame," she says, licking what is 
turning out to bea very impressive joint. 

But, Tara wonders, still: why Maryann? Obviously because Tara's "moved on," and 
obviously because Maryann's "been a part of making that happen." She shifts into 
better-than-Sam mode, inviting Tara into it, sighing: "Sam seems like a sensitive, 
wonderful guy, but all my instincts scream... 'unevolved'." Tara laughs, although she 
doesn't know the joke hiding inside that statement, and agrees that he has too many 
issues. "And they are not your problem," Maryann reminds her. "Unlike Karl, you've done 
enough taking care of people to last a lifetime." She holds out the giant joint, which Tara is 
tickled to see includes a filter. "Little technique | picked up in Ibiza. Adorable, isn't it?" (1 
love how whenever anybody says "Ibiza," everybody in the room laughs, because it sounds 
retarded but especially so when the person is jetsetty/Europretentious like old Maryann.) 
She holds out one of those big ornate silver table-lighters that looks like a Nouveau 
grenade, and Tara sighs. "Oh, fuck it. | don't have to be at work till four." 


Terry Bellefleur drives up listening to banjo music; Sam's carrying box after box out to his 
truck. They talk about how Sam's going to be doing some traveling, not sure where, and 
Terry mentions that although he hasn't been a lot of places, the places he's been all sort of 
sucked and turned him crazy. | can see that casting a pall over future travels, yeah. Sam asks 
him to take care of the bar, just until he gets back, which he never is. And | feel like this is 
partly Sam worrying that without him to take care of Terry, nobody will take care of Terry, 
and this way he'll be able to take care of Terry forever, by essentially giving him the bar, 
which is... For some reason that conversation about the raccoon penis is still the saddest 
thing in the world to me. | completely understand Sam's need to take care of Terry now. 


So Terry is not feeling it, because that's alot of responsibility, and says that he's not a great 
choice. Sam says he can't find Sookie, and Lafayette's been gone for weeks, and Arlene's 
got kids and grieving to deal with, and Tara's "going through some personal stuff," so it's 
him. Or! guess Daphne, but that just means Bon Temps would come burning down around 
their shoulders ahead of schedule, so Terry. "Feeling the pressure," Terry says nervously, 
kicking at the dirt, but Sam knows that it's the kind of pressure that will make him focus. 
"You're all | got. Do it for me, buddy?" Terry agrees and Sam puts him on the shoulder and 
says he'll hand over the keys later. And then Terry does that thing he does. 
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"So you're just gonna cut andrun," Terry says, suddenly angry. "Just like that." Sam swears 
he's not running, and Terry spits. "Uh-huh. Remind me never to get stuck ina foxhole with 
you." He stares Sam down, getting into his truck with the banjo music again, peeling out, 
leaving Sam feeling worse than ever: "Coward." 


There's maybe 20 people in the Jesus Camp circle, listening to an ex-fangbanger who may 
or may not even be one, hair all a mess and unbrushed, a billion bites all over her skin, 
crying, anxious. "He used me up. Till he got bored, and then he left me to die. | thought he 
loved me, but | was nothing but his living, breathing, snack machine!" Sarah thanks her, 
Missy is her name, and calls her "brave," and prays His holy light et cetera. Everybody 
randomly goes, "Praise the light!" and Jason does the whole churchy thing where he says 
the words a second after everybody else. Sarah asks him if he's got anything to add, and he 
begs off, but she asks him if he's wearing his honesty ring. He holds it up, sad, like she 
backed him into some rhetorical corner, and she nods. He prefaces his thoughts by pointing 
out that they run counter to their entire belief system, but she assures him that he's safe, 
smiling widely, hugely. She has the biggest, brightest teeth in the universe. 


"....ain'ta vampire victim. The fact is, they have never done nothing against me. My 
sister's dating one, and from everything | can tell, he seems to treat her pretty decent. Well, 
except for the biting. But | think she likes that?" There are grumbles and some dude almost 
barfs, but Sarah tells them to chill, asking Jason to go on. 


"Um. My girlfriend, she staked a vampire right in front of me. His name was Eddie, and he 
was gay? But he... He was a real nice person." Sarah gets intense, reminding him that Eddie 
wasn't "a person." She points at Missy's neck: "A person wouldn't do that, would they?" It 
only strengthens Jason's resolve, and he speaks more firmly: "Well, my Gran, and my 
girlfriend, were killed by my best friend. Just because he had a problem with vampires. 

And he was a person." (Several, in fact.) 


Sarah feels the temporary power shift in the room, and cuts almost-angry eyes at him, like, 
"Why are you fucking ruining this?" And while it's compelling anyhow, it's also pretty 
intense to think about howall of this happened like a month ago. He's just like Missy: an 
object lesson, a person still living in the middle of his horror. He takes one look at that cold 
gaze and immediately all the feelings of love, belonging, all that drains away and he's sad 
again. "Look, I'm only here because | thought God wanted me to be. Thought maybe He had 
a purpose for me, some shit like that." He stands up. "Beginning to see that was just wishful 
thinking," he says, and leaves the circle. 
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Sarah chases him out on the porch, desperate to keep him close, and asks him to just talk to 
her, work it out, give her something to work out. He swears there's nothing to talk about, so 
she starts with the obvious: "The first time | laid eyes on you, | knew there was something 
special about this one. | knew the Lord had sent you to me, but it wasn't till today that | 
knew why." You can see everything, every single thing he thinks or feels or has ever thought 
or felt, on his face. This is the easy part: ' Because we're so muchalike. We want to see the 
best in others so badly that sometimes we overlook the worst." 


"That kind of does sound like me," he agrees, which is half true. If you look at it in that 
hateful, small way, then yes: he's naive. But that's just the Light of Day fallacy: to love the 
light, you must hate the darkness. Which is just a way of opting out of being present for 


anything, just like any dogma. It's lazy, and it harms you in the long run. Here's an analogy: 
If a gay guy sleeps with awoman, he's still gay, right? No question. But if a straight guy 
sleeps with a man, he's gay. Automatically, no exceptions. It's tilted that way: Open the 
gate, and all the evidence comes sliding down into the gay part of the box. It's a fall from 
imaginary grace, and you can't get back. (This is also the reason | love Jessica the most, after 
Jason: she's the only one that's lived both absolutes. Total asceticism, total abandon. She's 
the only person who can consciously make the choice, and has the horrific, hard-won 
training to be sensible about it. She was homeschooled in just this balance.) 


In the same way, Amy was awesome in some ways, deeply not-awesome in other ways. 
Maryann too. The Light of Day fallacy says, then, that nothing Amy or Maryann ever says or 
does is of merit: you put a big old X over their face and move on. That's lazy and stupid, and 
people aren't like that, because nobody is able to keep everything on the top of the 
mountain all the time. | daresay even the Newlins have something to teach us, too, 
although we haven't seen it yet. 


So when Jason said you love the whole person or else it's not love, he was talking about this 
thing. And only Jason -- and Sookie, later in this episode, with Bill -- seems concerned 
about that, about taking charge of your own reactions in that way. Which is why he's my 
favorite, because nothing freaks me out as fast as watching somebody let half the world 
wither away like that, and at least he's struggling with it. It's the same reason V made him 
want to fuck in the dirt: the loss of categories. Crossing state lines, into other territories. He 
doesn't have the words, and Sookie only has them with Bill because of her disorder, but 
that's what they're dealing with: loving the person and not the acts. 
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And while that can be dangerous, | would point out that we should never fall into a position 
where self-determination and self-protection are something weposit. Those things are 
automatic before you enter the conversation. So keeping in mind self-worth and survival, | 
think the major danger of the Light of Day fallacy is the easy avenue it gives you to hand 
over your darker shit to somebody else, and hate them for it. Classic scapegoating: they're 
not people, the Newlins say, so it's fine to hate them. Which is incredibly damaging, 
because "them" is not "you," and actually it's always you. And the reason Jason drags Eddie 
along everywhere he goes is that he instinctively knows that: whatever reasons he had for 
fearing or hating Eddie didn't originate with Eddie, and weren't valid. 


And while this is a conversation Sookie's going to try to have out loud later, | would also 
point out the danger for our friends Tara and Sam. Tara spent all of last season unable to 
reconcile this shit with Lettie Mae. How can you love someone who abused you like that? 
You don't love them for abusing you, you love them regardless, because love isn't 

about them, it's about you, and your ability to love. Not, again, offering yourself for further 
abuse, or approving or supporting their behavior, because that's about them. But the part 
where you don't harbor your hate, or cuddle up close to it at night, or start a cult around it, 
that's on you. And as Maryann tears out her mothers' hearts, she's doing the same to Tara, 
by saying that loving yourself is the same as hating others. That making allowances for 
pleasure means showering in someone's sweat, or fucking in the garbage. 


Sarah offers a little story, which may or may not be true. If it's not true, then Sarah Newlin is 
awesomely evil and a genius. But if it is true, that's a big step toward not demonizing the 
Newlins, because we don't live in a universe where cartoonishly evil people do cartoonishly 


hateful things: everybody has a reason. That's what makes this show good. "When the 
vampires came out of the coffin, | went with my big sister Amber to march for their equal 
rights," Sarah begins, sad and embarrassed. Jason's surprised. Her face goes dark: "Two 
months later, Amber disappeared. Got hooked onV. | know they killed her. Got rid of her 
body in whatever way they do..." He apologizes, because he knows their ways well enough 
to know that saying he's not a vampire victim is the same thing as saying Amber's better 
off. "They stole my sister, Jason. The same way they stole your girlfriend and grandmother. 
And | know you believe Eddie was your friend, but think about it: If his kind never existed, 
the people you love would still be alive." 
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Which is logically true, technically, and having taken the struts out of the one thing that has 
kept Jason alive for years at this point -- his belief that a person's worth is always higher 
than the value of their darkest sin -- strands him in a weird part of the forest. "You're 
saying... If |hadn't been too messed up to protect them, that they'd still be here?" And 
while this is good, in that self-esteem is one thing that keeps people out of cults, she's 
supposed to be building him up right now: "No! You're just human! But vampires? 
Everything they are, down to their very blood, is seductive." Which he knows, from every 
angle; which pulled him once down the same path as Drew Marshall. Which he knows from 
every angle, because he still wants it. That feeling, in the sun and the rain, watching Amy 
soar. 


"God. Ah. | should have done something. Could have saved Gran, Amy... All of them..." 
Sarahruns to him, feeling him come closer again. "| know how much it hurts. Trust me, 
that's why... If we can protect even one family from this kind of suffering, then all the loved 
ones we've lost, their deaths won't have been for nothing." He admits, suddenly, that he 
sometimes wishes he were dead, too. Perfect. She jumps on that. "God needs you! No. No, 
you don't have to carry this alone anymore. Give yourself to His light. Let Him carry this pain 
for you." And now she's got him, because that's not something anybody ever offered him 
before, besides Amy. They drop to their knees, on the Light of Day porch. "Heavenly Father, 
bless Jason, and protect his sister, and all those who are still out there, lost in the 
darkness..." 


Sookie wakes up on a long leather ottoman, wearing her panties and a big red t-shirt ("Life 
begins at night"), in the middle of Fangtasia! It looks really small in the daytime. She checks 
out her back in the mirror, and Ginger comes running in with "A tubetop sandwich: Peanut 
butter and chocolate syrup!" | almost became a volcano my own self when she said that, but 
maybe it'll be good if Sookie can choke it down. Sugar, carbs, protein. In the grossest, 
fakest, most Gingeresque packaging. Sookie thanks her, awkwardly. "That's the thing 
about being with vamps, ain't it? You always forget to eat," Ginger laughs, totally upsetting 
as usual. "I've lost 37 pounds since | got this job!" All of it MARBLES. 


Ginger cleans up the post-Ludwig TruBloods on one small table, and Sookie asks her if they 
"make" her stay there every day. "Well, sometimes | just come in for deliveries, but these 
days I've been coming in for..." she laughs awkwardly and tries to effect an immediate 
escape, but Sookie's on it: Oh my God | almost told her about her friend Lafayette in the 
basement Eric says | can't tell her... 
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Which, now that Eric's decided not to kill Lafayette, or turn him, is the most effective way of 
letting Sookie know about him, isn't it? Tell Ginger not to think about the elephant in the 
room, and then send her in to talk to the psychic girl. Just in case he needs six or seven more 
kinds of leverage to get her to Dallas, maybe. Sookie snatches at her, demanding to know 
what's up, and of course Ginger thinks about that gun, so Sookie grabs that, too, and Ginger 
screams her stupid ass off like always. 


Down in the basement, Sookie is not practicing gun safety, while Ginger just sort of wiggles 
around being weird, and there he is, all alone, looking like shit. Not, Sookie tells him, like a 
vampire, which he decides is probably best. She yells at Ginger to uncuff him, and Ginger 
shrieks for a bit but can't, so Sookie just promises she'll get him out. 


Eggs plays guitar for the guests, who've arrived. Tara comes into the living room witha 
glass of wine and the audience scatters. Tara congratulates him on his talents, which of 
course means we get another one of those Maryann speeches from Eggs like Tara's always 
spouting. Fuck my legless grandmother already. "I love music, | just wasted most of my life 
trying to avoid doing the shit | love the most. | guess | just felt like, um... If |was good at 
something, it's probably just a waste of time, and if it felt good | probably didn't deserve it." 
Which is, of course, bad, and the nice part of Maryann world, but turning it around and 
running headlong into abandon is the downside. If the first season was about death, and the 
dangers of too much life were V, this year that's Maryann. She's like V times a billion. 


"A couple days after, um, Maryann took me in, she put this guitar in my hands? And | cried 
like a fucking baby. Was the first time in my life anybody's actually ever encouraged me to 
do anything, so." Tara's eyes well up and she jokes, "Only thing my mama ever encouraged 
me to learn was how to pour whisky." They laugh, but it reminds her that she was supposed 
to be at work 45 minutes ago. She cackles. Maryann's having a party, and Eggs is on his 
fourth drink -- "I think one DUI between us is enough," she jokes -- and besides, "| am way 
too fucked up to deal with Sam Merlotte right now." And if Sam fires her, fuck that, too. "I 
go through [jobs] about as fast as | go through relationships," she says, and Eggs takes the 
opening: "Maybe you haven't found the right one yet." Charming! Aww. And then they kiss. 
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Bill comes in with a huge, sweet, relieved smile and throws himself on Sookie, which she 
accepts gratefully, but with an asterisk in her eyes. She can't possibly be mad about their 
Jessica fight still, and he assures her none of that matters at all, which is | guess a pretty 
good apology for calling her a child, but she's done being mad about that. Because now it's 
all about vampires and how they suck, and not the good way. "You're right, I'm alive and in 
one piece. Unlike my friend Lafayette, who Eric chained up like an animal and left to bleed to 
death!" Of course -- because what isn't a pretext for them to lecture each other about basic 
shit? -- she goes off. "You better not have known anything about this, Bill Compton, 
because if you did, | don't think I could ever forgive you!" He is, of course, bumfuzzled. We 
need a superhero to explain it! 


"The human that traded sexual services with a vampire in order to sell his blood," Eric says, 
suddenly appearing and looking awesome. "Which, as you know, is a grave offense." Sookie 
zooms over to yell up at him, and she's soooo tiny and he's sooo big and it's sooo awesome. 
She's like the Owen Meany of rural New Orleans. "HIS NAME IS LAFAYETTE AND YOU 
OUGHT TO BE ASHAMED OF YOURSELF FOR WHAT YOU'VE DONE TO HIM." Then there is 


a huge slap, which almost gives Bill the vapors, and everybody -- including Sookie, who 
hides it well -- assumes that Sookie is about to be eaten, starting with her head. 


"I'm glad you're feeling better," Eric says, after letting her twist for a while, and 
compliments the bright red t-shirt's flattering color, because vampires are gross and don't 
draw lines between sex and food so he's calling her vampbait just for wearing red. She tells 
him to go to hell, and Bill is once more horrified, but Sookie Meany is not done. "OHIT'S 
NOT NEARLY ENOUGH THEY'VE TORTURED HIM AND BITTEN HIMAND SHOT HIM AND 
KEPT HIM DOWN THERE IN HIS OWN FILTH FOR WEEKS." She refuses to look away from Eric, 
who reminds Bill that there are plenty who would and have done worse. Which is not the 
point, and anyway it's alittle too close to the FOL fallacy for me. Sookie starts yelling about 
how Eric best fix this or else, and finally he snaps. 


"| do not respond well to threats," Eric says, fanging right up in Sookie's face, and she shivers. 
He chills out immediately, although the fangs aren't going anywhere, and makes her an 
offer, with a crooked smile. Please, like she wasn't already going to Dallas. | guess he's just 
really that desperate to find Godric. | wonder why that is, don't you? 
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Sam is contrite on the phone, and just generally calmed down, because it's his last night in 
town and he wants tosee his girls. Luckily for Tara, he thinks her no-show act is a direct 
result of their fight last night, for which he takes responsibility, which is awesome, because 
normally people only blame themselves entirely for your bullshit if you're Sookie 
Stackhouse. "Look, Tara, | know you're smart and you're tough, and you can take care of 
yourself. And that's all l'm asking you to do. Okay? Just keep your eyes open. And take a 
good look at the people around you. And be careful, okay? Just be careful." That is a really 
good way to say it! Good boy, Sam. (Who's a good boy?) He hangs up just as Arlene's running 
in. 


"| know, | know I'm late, I'm sorry, Lisa decided to give Coby a nose piercing, like she saw 

on America's Next Top Model, now he's got an infection, so..."" Sam laughs, thrilled to see her 
one last time, and tells her it's okay. "Just go ahead and get changed." She asks him if he's 
okay, and he smiles sweetly. "Yeah, everything's fine. | thought, uh, Sookie's supposed to 
be working tonight?" She was, and as Arlene explains, his smile falls sadly. "Lord knows | 
owe her one after... You know." He does. "Nice and understanding looks good on you, Sam!" 
True. Also: the color brown, most plaids, all jeans, nudity, and that one look where it looks 
like he's bravely trying not to cry. 


Arlene takes off, and he stands at the bar he's losing, because he's losing everything, and 
now he can't say goodbye to Sookie or Tara, the two people he wanted to see most tonight. 
He looks at the pictures over the register, which we already know is a charmed place for him, 
a place for memories, and he smiles sadly at Sookie, and says goodbye. ...And there's that 
look now. 


Jessica wakes up in the hideyhole, to a strange sound like pigeons cooing, maybe because 
the Compton house is a huge drama queen of atmospheric decay and probably supports an 
entire ecosystem, and she comes out into the house, calling for Billin a beautiful yellow and 
white dress. Coming around the corner, she gets excited -- maybe Sookie's in the parlor, 
waiting on Bill -- and calls out Sookie's name affectionately, skipping into the room, but 
she's not there either. She stares all around, all alone, with Sookie possibly dying and Bill 


paying so much attention to her, and misses them. She plays one key on the piano, and the 
tone fills the house. She looks around, and suddenly feels left out, pissed off and lonely and 
overlooked. She smashes the keys with one palm, and heads the fuck out of there... 


-- Page 15 -- 


Into Merlotte's, to the tune of "Sex & Candy," which is a song | never liked and now will 
always love. She looks 50 times more beautiful than she ever did, with the hair and her 
peachy white skin; she smiles at the men one by one, drinking in their gazes. She spots 
Hoyt, and he spots her, and she smiles, nervously. She sits down, picking up a menu to hide 
her face, and they both privately geek out. He's transfixed. She thinks to herself, and he 
talks to himself, practicing, and finally stands up. 


"You mind if | join you? | mean, if you're alone." His eyes sparkle: she's alone. He sits down, 
tentative and excited, and she stares at him as he introduces himself, the jugular throbbing, 
magnified, with his excitement. She pulls her eyes to his face and tells him her name. "So 
this might sound kind of funny, but | was just sitting there thinking, 'How come you don't 
ever meet a nice girl, Hoyt?' And then you just walked right in." 


It's so nice, because last year when they did the Vampire Marriage Amendment and he said 
he wanted a nice vampire girl they cut right to Jessica, because duh, except we didn't know 
how nice she was, or how many ways she could be, or how young she was. Or how good, or 
how smart, or how long she'd been terrified of her own body, how long she'd been 
practicing control. But for Hoyt, | mean, she's tailor-made. Virgin/vampire, 
sheltered/exploring, with a heart made for love. Sex and candy, all at once. Just like him. 


"How do you know I'ma nice girl?" Because of her smile, he says, and she obliges. She's 
never been so lovely. "I watch people all the time. You see... Oh, likethat!" he exclaims, 
hushed and in awe. "That's beautiful." She's steps ahead of him, already afraid, but he's on 
aroll. "I could just... | could stare at that all day long!" 


She nods to herself. "Day. Yeah, right." She laughs at herself like Juliet, watching Romeo 
leave with the Montague boys. Fuck me for even wishing. 


He rushes to apologize, if he's said something wrong, and his heart speeds up, and her eyes 
are drawn again to that slight pitter-pat, the swelling just below his face, that interrupts her 
vision. It means life, so far back you can't even remember why you want it so badly, and the 
girl will clear her throat: "My eyes are up here?" And for amoment you'll feel like a 
predator, caught out, and you'll try to fit it back together: the eyes, and the body, and the 
mind behind the face, and see her as a person again, like a Magic Eye. | hated that song 
because it seemed all about this fall from grace, falling from candy down to just sex; about 
objectification, defiling something lovely. But now it means something different. It means 
loving the whole person, keeping focused on the gestalt of them, or else it's not love. 
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She stares at the vein and promises he's not offended her. "Okay," he blabbers, "Okay, 
good, because | don't wanna... Scare you away... Would you like a drink or something? Or 
food? Um, you hungry?" Yes, she is. So hungry. She forces her gaze to his face again. "You 
should try the chicken fried steak, because it's, uh, oh... It's like a chicken anda steak got 
together, and... Madea baby." She stares at him, the amazing words that come out of him 


sometimes: "This delicious, crispy baby, and um..." He laughs at himself, striking out, he 
can feel it in the air. He's so beautiful, and sweet, and embarrassed; he's so brave. 


She can be that brave, at least. "I'll just have a bottle of ... TruBlood?" His eyes slowly, 
delicately raise, and she shrugs, apologizing. Waiting to see what he says. "B+?" She casts 
her eyes down, bravery failing her, and he says it so quietly, like a breath ora prayer. "You're 
a vampire? For real?" Afraid to disturb the night. Her mouth goes firm with bravery, and she 
meets his gaze. Trying to keep her back straight, before he shouts or hits or does what he's 
going to do. Praying for one more second before the fairytale ends, and they go back to the 
natural way of things. Not even allowing herself to hope. 


He smiles, before he speaks. Completely unaware of her fear, her discomfort, her sadness, 
so intent is he on not fucking this up. Not letting this beautiful creature out of his sight. Not 
blowing it. "Wow," he says, and whispers. "Wow. That is... awesome." It makes me cry every 
time. They are the best actors on the planet, | guess, because that is what love is. That's 
what it should be like: | have this thing, you're going to hate me now/Coincidentally, | love 
your thing. Every time's the first time. Jessica picks at her lips; she feels that guilt we all 
know, when something good actually happens. That sense of mystery that you can actually 
have something you want, like the world opening up around you. Any house could be 
Maryann's house. "Bottle of TruBlood, coming right up!" 


Bill doesn't love the idea of Sookie buying Lafayette's freedom with the Dallas thing, 
pointing out that she nearly died last night, but A) she's fine now, and B) don't fucking tell 
me what to do. Eric promises to pay for the trip and let Lafayette go, and she immediately 
tells him she wants five grand on top of it. Bill's shocked, but she points out between the 
constant dying of everybody and the constant demands of his family, she's missed a lot of 
work. "And I need a driveway!" Eric grins that she's getting cocky, so to get control of things 
again, Bill ups the price to ten, and says he's going with. Eric demurs, but Sookie agrees with 
these newterms, so Eric yells into the intercom and admires the fact that she's capable of 
surprising him, especially as a breather. ' YOU DISGUST ME," she spits, and he suggests that 
perhaps he'll grow on her. "I'D PREFER CANCER," she coughs, and Eric whatevers to Bill 
that they need to bounce ASAP. "Ah will makethe travel arrangements, but Ah will need 
yore credit card number," Bill says, which is hilarious in that way that Bill is always hilarious. 
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Pam unceremoniously tosses Lafayette onto his face at the door to Eric's office, and whines 
that she wanted to keep him. I can totally see that. Not as a sex thing, but just because she 
has that dark sense of humor and an appreciation for interesting people. Eric's like, "Nah, 
you have too many pets already," and Lafayette looks up at her from the rumbled mess of 
burnt and scarred parts that was once his body. "No offense, but you ain't exactly my type, 
bitch." |can see how that might come off rude, so it makes sense that Pam asks if she can 
kick him there on the floor, and Bill gets 'tude about it, and then | guess Chow zooms to Bon 
Temps to bring Bill's car back to Shreveport. Vampires are fast, right? 


Eric kneels at Lafayette's side, tracing a finger lazily along his arm. "I'll see you around, I'm 
sure." Bet onit. "Don't bet onit, baby," Lafayette chokes. "I'm retiring. I'm done with you 
crazy-ass fuckers. Done." Eric winks at him in a powerfully sexy way, and Bill takes him out 
the door. Something about his grin, | think, makes Sookie look at him in a new way -- Did he 
really do this? Did he really set this whole thing up? -- but leaves without yelling more stuff. 


They're drinking Karl's stew like wine. Who knows what's in there. Dancing, sweat, boobs as 
the shirts start coming off. Coroner Mike Spencer and horny barfly Jane Bodehouse are 
dancing. That's anice couple. Tara spots Andy entering, looking confused and disappointed 
as usual, and snorts. "Right when | thought this party couldn't get any fucking weirder, look 
who shows up." She leans back in the hot tub with Eggs, and rolls her eyes. "Thinking Andy 
Bellefleur got better shit to do. Like, | dunno, solve a murder?" Eggs points out that Andy's 
not the only one who skived off work to be at this party, and she laughs, splashing him. 
"You're just too damn distracting!" They giggle and play. 


Andy jumps away from some rogue boobs poolside, backing into Mike and Jane, who laugh. 
It's scary for everybody, but especially Andy. Jane yells at Mike to keep dancing, and he 
motorboats her wildly: "Jane Bodehouse, you are one fiery little hellcat!" That's a thing 
once seen can't be undone, but | love the whole swinger thing, because the PR is that it's all 
these amazing hairless people and the guys have mustaches but you know the reality is 
Mike Spencer's pot belly and Jane Bodehouse's flopping breasts. | mean, sex is sex and 
nobody's perfect, but what | think is really remarkable is certain situations, like when you're 
in love for one example, or for another random example a wild Bacchanalian orgy, in which 
the two things are the same thing. Those postal workers and whatever are beautiful to each 
other, and if a fat old swinger fucked you in the forest and nobody was there to see it, you're 
as lovely as you wanna be. So there's at least three different ways to look at this, but the 
most sensible | think is Andy's approach, which is to flee. 
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In one corner of Maryann's yard there's a little garden house, like a playhouse or Wendy's 
house of leaves, with foliage growing up over it. It's lovely. Andy leans in and sees the big 
red pig, and his eyes get wide. "What you doing in there, Pig?" Heh. | wish he'd talked to the 
pig longer, but Maryann appears and welcomes him to the party. He says, and who knows, 
that there have been noise complaints. "Oh. And they sent their best detective to deal with 
it? Well, | am flattered. But Sheriff Dearborne should really put your talents to better use." 
God, | love Maryann. Andy nods, and she promises perfectly sweetly to turn off the music. 
She looks especially great, of course: hair up, strings of jewels through it and a little hanging 
down, like a Roman goddess. 


"Hate to bea party pooper, but you got a livestock permit for that pig?" Maryann laughs 
and asks what Andy's talking about, but the pig is of course gone. She giggles at him and 
asks if he's been drinking, and he gets red-faced and swears he's a good cop. She awws and 
throws her arms around him. "Of course you are, everybody knows that!" She holds out a 
glass of champagne, and insists he relax. How long his sobriety? How long did it take for her 
to raze it again? Sobriety is the monster of Maryann. Might as well just kill her. But he's an 
addict, he's one of hers. "Just one. |!am on the clock." She laughs, and pulls him toward the 
party, affectionate and beautiful and wise. "Come on!" She's a force of nature. She won't be 
blocked, or undermined. 


"Yes. God is love. He's the force of love. But how do we respond to forces that block, 
undermine and destroy love?" (Um, tear out their hearts as tribute? Just a thought.) Steve 
Newlin sits in his beautiful house, wearing a soft cream sweater over his shoulders, 
explaining things to Jason. "Well, you cannot love evil. You have to hate it. So hating evil is 
really... Loving good." Jason parrots it back, once: "...Good." 


"Hate isn't just natural, Jason. We need it in order to survive. My father dedicated his life to 
God. To protecting the human race. They murdered him, his wife, and my baby sister in cold 
blood." Steve's eyes are wet, and he's shaking. Jason's drawn in. "They're baby-killers. 
That's what they're capable of. Now, if | didn't hate vampires, and do everything in my 
power to avenge my family's death, what kind of man would | be?" 


Well, according to the conversation Jason had with himself on the porch earlier, a pretty bad 
one. Like Jason is. "And what's going on out there is a war," Steve continues, and of course 
Jason jumps in his chair and turns toward the French doors. "Not right now, Jason," and I'm 
impressed with Steve's ability to not slap him in his little face for that one, "But in general. 
And we've all got to choose sides. Now, you're either on the side of darkness, or the side of 
light." Jason parrots it back again: "...Light." 
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There's no in-between. Sarah enters with the banana pudding, and Steve slavers over it, 
calling it a "little slice of heaven," and she giggles and tells him not to brag in front of 
company, and he tells her to stop being "such an angel" and he will, and they laugh, and 
Jason grins because they're so totally queer, and he loves it. He's like a little boy with them. 
He's like Tara. Sarah goes for whipped cream, and he watches her ass as he leaves. He's like 
that, too. He shakes his head at himself. "Whoo," Steve goes, "My wife must think you're 
pretty special. Sarah doesn't whip out her pudding for just anybody!" Jason doesn't 

know what to do with that one, and it's awesome. Steven sips his wine and shifts into 
preacher mode, asking Jason if he can feel all the great things God has in store for him. And 
suddenly, Jason can. 


| don't know enough about music to say why, but the song that plays as Jessica opens the 
door to the Compton house and lets Hoyt in, it seems like a minor or junior variation on the 
cello song that always plays for Bill and Sookie. It's lighter, more romantic, brighter, 
cleaner; it sounds like Friday Night Lights. "| always wanted to see the inside of Vampire 
Bill's house!" he says, and stares back at her. "You get to live here?" She nods, regretfully, 
and points out that it's full of his "creepy old stuff," not to mention -- in that mirthfully 
woeful tone she sometimes uses -- "And he makes me sleep ina hole..." 


Hoyt nods. "My mama keeps her doll collection in my closet." They laugh, and he spots 
Bill's videogames. "Oh, you got a Wii?" She's horrified, as he runs to the couch, wondering 
what gross boy thing he's pulling now. "You never played a Wii?" He pats the couch next to 
himself, alive with glee. "Oh, you'll love it!" 


"Yeah, so you can race cars, um, or you can play tennis, or you can..." She sits down, looking 
at him, and he smiles to himself. "You can dance? Uh, or you can shoot people?" She's 
breathless. "I've never done any of that." He offers to show her, and puts the controllers in 
her hands. So she kisses him, and he kisses back, and their music plays, and everything is 
perfect. He moves to her neck, and she closes her eyes. And pops fang, right there. She 
gasps and pulls away, covering her mouth. 


There isa moment where he's weirded out. Just a tiny little moment. And then he 
remembers where he is, and who he is, and who she is, and he just looks right past it. "No, 
no, don't do that!" he says ina hush, pulling her hand away from her mouth. "You don't 
have to hide that from me. That's natural." And as much as | love Hoyt, and Jessica, and 
their love, and this delirious approach to teen dating with the surprise girl boners on the 


couch and the boy daring himself to be penetrated and her getting his shirt off him and all 
this stuff, I'm mostly happy that somebody told her that. It took 17 years, but somebody 
finally said it: 
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Purity is a very powerful fiction. It's been keeping women in their place as long as there have 
been women. We covet it, because we are convinced that joy and complexity can't coexist. 
That to keep the candy, you can't have the sex. But the funny thing about purity is that it's 
always defined as an absence, as a Jack. No taint, no complexity, no fear, no shame; 
whatever it is, purity denotes specifically an absence. It's negative space. And the thing you 
hope they learn is that, like any other empty page, it's worthless once you've written 
something, and realized there was never a point in purity. That sex and candy aren't 
opposites, it's not a choice you make, or a hill you go slipping down from grace: they're just 
two more ways we can get to pleasure. That the fight isn't about preserving purity, but in 
finding joy. 


"How can you say that? | mean, | have fangs! And they just come out! And I can't control 
them, and..." He's so sweet, but it makes it worse. "This is so embarrassing," she moans. 
"I'd die if | wasn't already dead!" He shakes his head, insisting that she listen: "Don't be 
embarrassed about what you are. Because what you are is great." Hoyt, the way he says this, 
is sex and candy to some caffeinated, barely bearable, husky, adoring extreme never before 
captured on film. "You think I'm great?" she says, amazed, and he nods. "| like you. | like 
you alot." He holds her hands and says that's why they should wait before moving on, and 
just see what this is like for awhile. But because it's Jessica -- my God, because it's Hoyt -- 
she throws that plan the fuck out and jumps him, fangs out and proud. 


Bill parks outside Lafayette's house as Sookie begs him to let them help, but Lafayette just 
wants to lock himself inside and have his uncle deal with the bullet wound in the morning. 
"Your uncle the veterinarian?" Sookie spouts, and he's like, ''He chops off steer nuts fora 
living? He can handle a few stitches." He reassures her for about a million years -- "Is she 
always like this?" -- and tells them both that, as far as he's concerned, "I spent the last two 
weeks at Club Med, drinking a margarita and getting my chest waxed," asking Bill to let all 
the vamps know that. Sookie gets that, the desire to just completely move on and deal in 
your own way, so she finally leaves him alone at least long enough to get free. 


And inside, before he shuts the door and locks a million locks and climbs to the couch, barely 
sparing his things or apartment a glance, and pulls up an old quilt around himself and lies 
down, exhausted and hurting and terrified and ashamed, before he even gets the door 
closed, he's started to cry. But eventually his breathing calms down, into deep sobs, all 
alone in the night. A survivor. 
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Bill looks over at Sookie in her reverie, and touches her shoulder. She holds his hand, and 
tries to explain where she's at. "| used to get so mad when people judged vampires just for 
being different. It's like they were judging me, too." Even before Bill, she felt that way. He 
looks at her face. "I told myself their fear was nothing but small-mindedness. But maybe 
that's just what | wanted to believe. Because the more open my mind gets, the more evil | 
see." But she isn't letting go of him, and that's something, so he speaks. "Sookie. Most of 


us -- vampyre, human or otherwise -- are capable of both good and evil. Often 
simultaneously." See, Bill gets it. He just doesn't think it applies to him. Or to Jessica. 


"YOU CAN'T EXPECT ME TO BELIEVE THAT ERIC'S CAPABLE OF ANYTHING GOOD, NOT 
AFTER HOW HE TORTURED LAFAYETTE." Bill notes that he's had plenty of even worse 
Sheriffs, and she yells at him for defending Eric, but this isn't really about Eric. It's about 
vampires, plural, vampires as "them," and Bill's just the Eddie she's schlepping along while 
she tries to figure that out. "He saved your life. | can still hate him. | hate that he may be 
putting you in harm's way, once again for his own selfish reasons." And for showing her the 
barbarity of vampire justice. "If | could glamour it away for you, | would," he says. Like 
that's nice and nottotally fucking creepy. Sookie explains that it's a good thing that her 
boyfriend can't rape her brain, but only insofar as the fact that she's tired of the element of 
surprise that often accompanies catastrophe. 


"I'm sick of things sneaking up on me. René? And whatever the hell that was that attacked 
me last night? If I'm never gonna be safe, I'd rather know what to be afraid of." He touches 
her hair, putting on the charm, and hopes aloud that it doesn't include him. She smiles, 
trying to touch that thing Jason knows and can't express: "I know there's darkness in you. | 
know there is. And it scares the life out of me. But you're right. There's goodness in you, too. 
And when | look in your eyes, that's what I see." And the really funny thing about life is that 
it's true for every single person, thing, movie or entity: looking them in the eye is just a test 
of your own compassion, and what you see there says more about you than it ever could 
about "them." 


Tara is feeling fabulous, touching Eggs everywhere, as they kiss. Awoman with giant fake 
boobs shows up and asks to join them; Tara grins like there's a joke the lady isn't in on, and 
then alittle harder when she realizes the girl's actually going to join their little party. "You 
guys are so beautiful," she says, like there were fake tits at Woodstock, and they laugh; 
she's a licensed massage therapist, and offers a free round. Eggs obligingly slides over, 
surprising Tara, and the woman goes to work on him. And while he's moaning, in the hot 
tub, as his knots uncoil, Tara takes another bemused look around the party, focusing on 
another level at what's going on. 
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The music is loud. They're dancing, grinding. Mike and Jane are rolling around on the 
ground. One woman dry humps a man. A fat man without benefit of pants goes dancing by, 
flopping in the hot summer breeze. None of the women are wearing shirts as they dance. 
Maryann, laughing in a forest of bare breasts. This is not how things go, this is not like any 
party Tara's been to. And if everybody's in on it, if everybody is giving in, then this is that 
kind of party. She doesn't know about Maryann yet; she thinks these people's minds are 
their own. And that means they're not like her. Tara looks at Eggs -- eyes closed, smiling in 
pleasure, leaning luxuriously back into the masseuse -- and grabs her towel, scowling. 


Jane's crawled on top of Mike; they both have the black eyes now, groaning like animals. 
Tara walks past them, on the ground; she walks past a blonde girl against a tree, eyes black, 
breasts free, pouring a bottle of wine into her mouth, letting it run down her face, down her 
neck, between her breasts, staring up at nothing, only the taste, the pleasure of it on her 
skin in the hot summer night. All of them beautiful, all of them terrible, all of them lost to 
abandon. 


In the quiet, away from the music, inside the house, Eggs pursues Tara. She stops onthe 
stairs and he tries to explain: they're all just drunk, just lost and carried away. No harm. Tara 
shakes her head, jealous and afraid of them all now. "Is this what Maryann's about? Are you 
in The Lifestyle?" He's confused, because what? "Lifestyle? Tara, that's just a bunch of 
drunk-ass people trying to let loose, have a good time. That's got nothing to do with us." 
She shakes her head: there is no "us," she tells him. Not if this is his "scene." | love how 
we're so relatively ungross, or over it maybe, that we don't even have words for it, so we 
have to use ridiculous '70s words to even get the point across. That phrase "open 
relationship" always makes me giggle too. 


Sam turns out the last light in his trailer and grabs one last bag. He's wearing a brown 
T-shirt and looks fine as hell. Dean comes up wagging his tail, and Sam agrees to go for one 
more run through the forest, laughing, dropping his shirt as he runs. 


Sookie chuckles at the Forever 21 shopping bags as they bring them in from the car. 
"Underneath that tough vampire exterior, you're nothing but a big softie!" He smirks. 
"Don't tell anybody." She looks through the bags, laughing in spite of herself, and saysit'sa 
whole lot of pink. He's immediately scared and sad, worried that he fucked up, and she gives 
him a sweet smile. "But I'm sure Jessica will love it." Bill starts talking about how "ladies' 
clothing stores" use to sell petticoats, and in his inimitable Bill way, goes around his ass to 
get to his elbow so he can nudge Sookie into wearing one sometime. "Actually, | kind of miss 
them at times. They left something to the imagination. Unfastening them required a 
certain skill..." She gets sexy right back at him, because well played, Bill Compton. "I think 
there's a Halloween store around here that might still have some..." He calls her a tease and 
they laugh, grateful the crisis has blown over again, and pushing into the house, kissing, 
leaving the bags outside. 
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Hoyt's on the couch, shirtless, groaning, in such a way that from the door it looks like Jessica 
is feeding on him. They freeze, and then Bill zooms across the room and tosses her across 
the room. She complains, swearing she wasn't going to bite him, which is hard for Bill to 
believe, but is also only half the problem here. Because the other half -- and again, this is 
what's so great about this episode and storyline, is that having a girl teen vampire is that it 
queers the whole thing, both figuratively and literally: The danger of sex, if you're boring 
and/or straight and think that there needs to be a victim in sex, is one thing: You have a 
daughter, every boy is trying to get in there, and you go crazy. Or you have a son, and you 
egg himon. 


But if you are lucky enough to have a gay son or daughter, you're in an impossible place 
because A) you don't want to think about particulars, so it's hard to talk about them at all or 
give advice, and B) you're not sure who the sex is victimizing. Similarly, as much as this 
freakout is about not letting his daughter kill boys, it's also about the fact that some fucking 
redneck was making out with his daughter on the motherfucking couch. So Bill growls 
terrifyingly and pops fang at Hoyt, who stops trying to reassure Bill that he's okay and 
starts wondering if he is going to die after all, and Sookie's like, "Bill! Don't!" 


Meanwhile Dean's barking on the pier, afraid to jump in with Sam, and he takes off, passing 
Daphne on the pier. "Were you just talking to that dog?" Sam asks what she's doing 
hanging out in the middle of the night, and she says she's trying to cool off. "And I can't 
sleep. See, | have this hard-ass boss, who really laid into me this week..." Sam grins and 


momentarily forgets that he's totally naked in front of an employee, not to mention that 
until about one second ago he was a dog. He laughs and says her boss sounds like a jerk. 
"He's not all bad. He can be real nice... to dogs..." 


Sam apologizes, admitting that he's been tough lately, and has alot on his mind, and she 
grins as he tries to say that she's getting the hang of waitressing, and finally laughs at him. 
"You're even worse at lying than you are at being a boss, Sam Merlotte!" There's a lot of 
jiggery-pokery where neither of them want to acknowledge the fact that she is totally 
getting in that lake with him, naked or in panties, and that's going to be amazing in a whole 
other way, so they fake their way through it and she finally just takes off her shirt. Under 
which, running down her back from the left shoulder to her waist, are four long deep scars, 
from four very large claws. 
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In two weeks: Jessica orders room service, Eric makes a romantic moonlight visit, and Steve 
makes a troubling offer. Jamiroquai is defined. Dirt is eaten. 


HUXLEY SMASHCAKE'S RUINOUS REVENGE 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 2 | Episode 4 | Aired on 07.12.2009 


Shake & Fingerpop - While two cults and two armies gather in both numbers and per capita crazy, 
everybody makes new friends: Sookie, Sam, Lafayette, Tara and Sam, Jessica, Jason. Even Bill makes a 
new friend in Limo Driver Leon! 


Sookie arrives in Dallas -- with Bill and Jessica in travel coffins -- ten tiny bottles of airline 
beverages to the wind. The limo driver proves to be more than he seems, and before long Bill 
and Jessica have him glamoured out the wazoo and explaining that the Fellowship of the 
Sun contracted him to abduct Sookie and take her to the church. They also mentioned 
Godric, linking the Newlins to his disappearance as well. 


After stopping off at Lafayette's and offering him some blood -- and the vamp GPS that 
comes with it -- Eric joins the Dallas crew in their vamp hotel for some more of Bill's 
whining. Meanwhile, Sookie tries to watch some vampire porn (Intercourse With The 
Vampire!) but is distracted first by Jessica's made-to-order hot human room service, and 
then by Barry the Bellhop, who brings it: human, and a mindreader just like Sookie. 


Meanwhile, Jason finds all his church camp buddies slaughtered. Or so he thinks fora 
moment, having fallen prey to an elaborate practical joke invented by Luke to set off his 
PTSD. Far from causing him to go that kind of crazy, it sends him off on a Patton-esque 
speech about who knows what, which combined with a hilarious target-practice session 
(alongside rampantly salivating Steve Newlin) sends him even further to the top of their 
charts, and before you know it they've A) given him aroom in their mansion and B) inducted 
him into the secret terrorist cell of their cult. 


Back in Bon Temps, it's Tara's birthday and she's all alone in the house she now shares with 
Sookie, watching a special on the bulls at Pamplona. This lasts for about five seconds before 
Maryann shows up with her whole crew and throws a big party. Because Tara doesn't have 


any friends, she's a little confused by that, but before you know it everybody is dancing all 
slow-motion and you realize it's orgy time. 


This orgy goes a bit further than previous orgies -- including as it does dirt-eating, 
cake-diving, scary sex, a little violence and Terry/Arlene and Tara/Eggs finally hooking up 
-- but what really sets it off are the giant minotaur claws Maryann ends up sporting. On the 
other hand, Daphne's revelation that her crush on Sam is unperturbed by his furry little 
secret couldn't have come at a better time. 


Want more? The full recap starts right below! 


Jason comes back from dinner with the Newlins pretty proud of himself, but the bunkers are 
dark and scary on the Light Of Day: windchimes, scary music, a dripping faucet, the whole 
deal. The door is hanging ajar and like, | don't know, the whistle of witches overhead anda 
whole family of wolves singing "Don't Fear The Reaper" in three-part harmony. Shit is dire. 


But inside, oh! It is worse still! For all his brother-friends in Jesus have been slaughtered and 
are lying on the floor, covered in tomato-red blood! It flows from sucked-on wrists and 
slit-up throats! It drips from casually thrown-wide arms! It is an orgy of blood! He stares 
around having PTSD for a second and then somebody ina hoodie jumps him from behind 
and tosses him lovingly to the ground. Is it the Fangbanger Strangler back from the Bon 
Temps dead? It dresses like him. Or maybe it is the Unabomber! Or a vampire! 


"| can smell that hot blood just under your skin," the apparently turned-on demon 
whispers into his ear. "Cowboy! You smell awesome!" Jason whines and wriggles beneath 
his bulky vampire frame, squealing, "Fuck you!" The monster laughs seductively, but not 
appropriately: "That can be arranged. But I'm gonna kill you first!" 


The monsters bites slowly into Jason's neck -- Softly! Delectably! -- as Jason Stackhouse's 
QB-1 frame continues its mute undulation... But then the lights come on! And it is not a 
vampire's boner against his Grade A Louisiana Beef at all! It is LUKE'S BONER! All in fun. 
Sometimes you get a yen to play Mass Slaughter, you just go ahead and do it. 


The Light of Dayers are covered in ketchup, laughing, and Jason's like, "Heck yeah | was 
scared! Vampires are scary!" Luke asks how his split lip is doing, while they all stand up and 
act goofy. His lip is bleeding, thank you, so he asks, "How's your nose?" And then punches 
Luke in it. Then he takes off his clip-on tie, which in addition to being adorable inits own 
right also signals a change into Jason Stackhouse, Orator and Flimflam Buyer. 


"Vampires are not a joke!" He commands their attention regally from the start, busting 
somebody's Heinz bottle right out of his hands like a barely literate George S. Patton, 
staring at them each individually. Into their souls! "There's a war going on," he says, 
manfully pushing a man to the bed. "And you're either on the dark side! Or you're on the 
side of the light! And there ain't no in-between!" He is like a preacher! A preacher of hate! 
He points down at Luke, who still rolls about on the floor clutching at his nose and his 
harder-to-reach manhood. "I thik you broke by dose!" he shouts, but does Jason care? He 
does not. He tastes only a determination, a belief, reignited by this tawdry display as though 
the hounds of hell were at his back, waiting to be struck DOWN by awesome Jesus power. 
Also his own blood. Jason tastes his blood. 


On Bill's red velvet couch where so much has already happened, both sad and joyful, both 
fickle and fated, a very sad thing comes to pass: Hoyt, buckling up his pants. He apologizes 
profusely, such is his love for Vampire Bill, but the doleful fire in Bill's eyes will not be so 
easily doused as the flames of passion roaring only seconds before! Bill throws him out 
once, twice, three times! But he moves too slow. Sookie throws him his shirt as he swears he 
wouldn't have let it go further, and begs everybody to chill. But to this "chill" our Mr. 
Compton will always remain a lukewarm acquaintance at best! He offers to show Hoyt out 
through a window! That is already closed! 


"Bill, that is just rude," Sookie says, embarrassed for everybody, and Hoyt's little heart is 
breaking, and Jessica's like, "I LIVE HERE TOO!" and Bill says, somewhat more softly, that 
it's not Jessica he is protecting. Hoyt looks at her, undone, and crosses to the door as Jessica 
whimpers, embarrassed, with her fangs still out. His mood is regretful, with a tinge of blue 
balls. Which for a fangbanger, even a fetal one like our Hoyt, is no laughing matter. He could 
have had his first fangbang, his first intercourse with a vampire, but he doesn't mind. "| 
don't believe him for a minute," Hoyt says softly, sweetly, and she smiles to herself as Bill 
closes the door. 


"We established there was to be no hunting in this house!" Bill screams, and instead of 
pointing mutely at Sookie, she just informs Bill of WTF is actually going on, which somebody 
always has to do and for which she has already demonstrated a serious competence and 
interest. "Look, | know you feel like shit because you had to make me. And you should feel 
like shit. But guess what? I'd never even kissed a boy before that." Sookie, until recently 
herself a young dowager, is touched. "Meeting Hoyt's the only good thing that's happened 
to me since my whole 'newlife' started." Bill is chastened to the degree that Bill can be 
chastened. "Now, I'm not ready for anything to happen too fast. I'd have been happy just to 
go onkissing him all night long!" Now Billis openly touched, because now you are speaking 
his language. The language of love! 


"Is it my fault my fangs come out when | get turned on?" Bill is literally struck still, in a sort 
of horror, by this statement. If he were not already dead one might say he gains a pallor. 
Jessica slams her hand over her mouth, giggles madly, and dashes upstairs. Sookie follows a 
few steps and then sits down instead, to bend to the task and consider how best to make 
this about her. 


"| think I'm going to like her." Bill doesn't like the sound of that, nohow, and reminds her 
that she is not allowed to befriend her daughter, at the risk of the like one half of anut he 
still has: "Yeah, | get it. She is vampyre." But also, duh, | already know that and | got 
paralyzed on the way back from finding that out, so chill. And even more importantly, it 
would be great if you would bond with Jessica and thus get over your self-hatred, because 
hating vampires is no less grody when you are one. (Not to mention, again, that putting that 
shit on Jessica is the best way to fuck her up, vide her entire situation when she was alive.) 
He doesn't get it. "Hating yourself? Is a bad thing?" 


Vampire Bill actually smiles, and becomes adorable and almost sexy for like one second: "| 
am vampyre! | am supposed to be tormented!" Sookie smiles back, and reminds him that 
neither he nor Jessica necessarily needs to be either tormentor nor "just a vampire." And 
then again he shows a sense of humor talking about how great he is at walking the line 
between vampire and human, with a quirk in his mouth. "Okay, so you can teach each 


other," Sookie says. His eyes go sad, in addition to music which is also sad, because oh my 
God the many torments of Bill Compton. 


And oh my God the way the gay/vampire metaphor jumps up in some strange places. "It's 
so different for her. When | was made, one had no choice but to live completely outside the 
human world, as an outlaw. A hunter. Humans were prey and nothing else." (And now Jessica 
can get married! In certain states, for the moment! And she doesn't have to watch Steven 
Weber pretend to bea vampire in thirty different goddamn patronizing movies about Hep V! 
Or pretend to like Liza Minnelli!) "I envy her," says an entire generation of 
handlebar-mustachioed vampires, and Sookie nods. 


"I'll need to call the airline to arrange for two travel coffins instead of just one..." Having 
gotten her way, Sookie lays on the sweetness. "Isn't it exciting? Our first trip together!" But 
Bill sulks, because it is sullied by the taint of Eric Northman and putting Sookie in danger 
and whatever. "Come on, Bill! | was almost killed last night. Again!" Sookie is the funniest in 
this episode than | think she has ever been, it's awesome. "At least give me this." He puts 
his arm around her and pretends to be happy and kisses her forehead, and they cuddle, and | 
love them so much more now that they're not pretending to be anything other than the 
dorkiest dorks that ever fang-dorked. 


...With the possible exception of Da 
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phne and Sam, who are still swimming around in disgusting nature and getting it all over them. Daphne, on the way to 
being sexy, talks about how nightswimming is so awesome because you have to focus on your other senses, like being a 
huge werewolf | bet, and you can "feel" so much when you "take away the looking-at-things part." Maybe she was a 
dominatrix before this. That's like being a werewolf, but as a revenue stream. 


Sam's like, "Also because people suck in twelve ways which | shall now enumerate. They 
have boats. They have car stereos, on which they blast crap music. They say stupid things, 
way too loud, because they are drunk." Daphne's like, "Okay, back to my hot naked ass. 
Remember the world when it was brand-spanking-new and they hadn't even invented 
underwear like the cute underwear | am wearing only feet from you." He's like, "Yeah. Bon 
Temps is also paradise, like you were saying." 


Daphne stops with the pothead naked talk long enough to laugh at him, because Bon Temps 
sucks in twelve ways additional to his twelve ways, which she will now also enumerate: 
number one, it is little and "hick." Number two, there is nothing to do. ("So there's less to 
distract you from just being where you are when you're there," Sam says 
incomprehensibly.) Number three, "aggressively ignorant people." ("Who area very loyal 
clientele. Once they decide they like a place, they stop looking for anywhere else to go. And 
they like to drink," says Sam, trans. "Without aggressively ignorant people, the American 
economy would completely shut down. Oh but wait.") 


They talk about how much Sam loves Bon Temps, and how he regrets having to leave it due 
to the sudden reappearance of the age-old goddess who vibrated on top of his teenage dick, 
plus how he has slept with every waitress under his employ except the lovely but 
questionable Arlene, plus how these two vectors seem to have intersectedina 
get-out-of-towny type way. Daphne gets a face on her face. | don't know if it's terror 
because she has werewolfy plans for his ass, or Jamiroquaish plans, or because she loooves 


him, or because she's also some sort of shifter that has finally found Sam the way Sookie 
finds Barry at the end of the episode, and doesn't want to lose him, or what. Maybe it's not a 
face, maybe she's just like, "Not until | bone you, which further to that case, how clueless 
can one adorable man be?" 


Sam informs her that cities bring out the worst in people and also cause them to lose touch 
with nature and/or where they come from, which is nature also. Daphne points out that 
people do that in Bon Temps, too, with insane regularity, and only more so | think if Maryann 
gets her way. Or maybe they will stop when Maryann gets her way, which is the same 
problem but reversed. Too much nature ain't fucking natural, as my Grandmother used to 
say, and which I still dearly take to heart. 


Speaking of too much nature, Daphne's fingertips are raisins, she wants sweet potato 
pancakes (which re: Sam completes her sentence, adorably), and she wants them now. And 
is he coming? No, because just like Luke he has a boner problem. She's like, "A) | know what 
a dick looks like, and B) water is clear. That's like its whole job. Which means C) | was 
checking out your dick. While wearing my adorable panties mere feet from you, and so are 
we getting pancakes or what?" She is very awesome, this Daphne. She does sultry really 
well. It's like she took the cartoon of soap operas and applied them to being a human being, 
which makes her sexiness and secretiveness huge but not cartoonishly so. And she climbs 
onto the platform and Sam sees the humongous scars we saw last week, and what he thinks 
about that I do not know. | don't even know if they got pancakes. | hope they did. Sam needs 
friends worse than the Collective Thorntons. 


Of whom my favorite member is, now that it's morning, talking to Sookie on the phone 
about their arrangement. Which Sookie hastens to remind Tara is a permanent placement, 
so stop thinking you're a couch-crasher who needs to find an apartment, and just come live 
with me so we can be awesome together... Just as soon as | leave you all alone in a house 
where in the last month approximately fifty people were murdered and/or nearly murdered 
and/or turned into dogs who may or may not have gotten into fistfights with vampires and 
where | was recently chased around the kitchen a dizzying number of times by our town's 
first serial killer. On your birthday. 
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(To which a conscientious co-tenant might reply, "Sure, as long as you don't mind my 
orgiastic Dionysus cult establishing a base of operations in -- and splattering blood, jizz and 
cake all over the walls of -- your childhood home! Happy-ass birthday!") 


"You're family," Sookie signs off, and Tara laughs delightedly. "A limo is picking me up at 
five today, so..." Tara's nervous and touched, and not wanting to do the next step after this, 
so she says she'll be there as fast as she can, and signs off with a choked "Love you the 
most." Which of course causes Maryann to appear from nowhere and goose her, sending 
her ten feet in the air because of all the conversations, why that one? 


"Who do you love the most?" Maryann giggles, and Tara laughs uncomfortably. "Sookie." 
Maryann dances around fruitily, asking what's on the books for today. "I... Think I'm gonna 
be taking off," Tara says warily. Maryann pops something sweet and delicious into her 
mouth: "You're taking off work? Fabulous!" Tara shakes her head, beyond afraid at this step 
into the future, but more so about Maryann's disappointment. "No, I'm gonna go live with 
Sookie." Maryann sways like a snake. "I'm very sorry to hear that." Tara stutters that it was 


only supposed to be temporary, and Maryann twirls her, softly but lunatic: "Everything's 
temporary, Tara!" She pulls away. "...I don't really wanna dance right now. Okay?" 


Lynda Barry has an interesting thing to say, which is that some dogs are so beaten by the 
time you get them, you could spend a lifetime training them to stay off the bed, go to the 
bathroom in the proper place, not be scared of strangers or men, stop shivering when 
there's nothing to be afraid of. Stop barking when people try to pet you. You could go nuts 
waiting for them to pull it together. And in these cases -- and for us all -- there exists an 
alternative, which is to go back to the beginning. You let that dog, no matter how old or 
stinky or terrified or angry, just be a puppy again. You let her have the chance for another 
mother, a softer and more loving one. You hold her, speak in soothing tones, and you let her 
have her way just long enough that she realizes she's got a second shot. Now, it's only 
temporary, and in the wrong circumstances -- and most of the time they are -- this would 
be disastrous. But if the dog is broken enough, sometimes it's a way to heal. 


"Of course," Maryann says, ina false high tone, obviously hurt. "What happened? You fit so 
well here, and you..." she flits and whines, putting her hands to her hair like the goddess 
whose body is a blade, "seemed to be having so much fun last night." Tara nods grimly. 
"Think everybody was having a little too much fun last night." Maryann laughs. Knowingly, 
uproariously, provocatively. It was fun, wasn't it. "Will you ... tell Eggs | left?" she asks, 
sadly, and even more sadly Maryann agrees. She puts her arms out dramatically witha 
loving moan, pulling Tara close. "Oh, I'm gonna miss you!" 


Tara thanks her, and Maryann squeezes her hard, looking into her eyes with ultimate love. 
"I'm sure you'd do the same for me." And maybe she will. Maryann puts her hands on the 
sides of Tara's head, like a mother to a daughter, and the temperature in the room says it's 
no longer appropriate, that it's time for Tara to move on: 


"Go. Flourish. And don't every say no to yourself. Okay?" Tara smiles, and walks away, 
rolling her eyes at the diva/guru vibe that just now started to come apart. But it's the 
medium, not the message, that's wrong: like any good philosophy, it's precisely one-half of 
the truth. At its extremity, asceticism is violence. That's true. But at its extremity, so is 
abundance. Alone in the kitchen, Maryann goes hollow. The triumph and the tragedy of 
gods is that they are one thing, all the time. They don't change because they don't have to. 
The triumph and the tragedy of us is that we do. 


Jason eats his breakfast and fights theology with Luke and the intensely delicious Dirk: "I 
don't know who Lazarus was, but he sure as hell was not the first vampire. Everybody knows 
it was Dracula!" Luke explains that in the Bible, Jesus brought Lazarus back from the dead. 
Which, Jason points out, means Jesus madethe first vampire. And for that matter, maybe it 
was Jesus instead: "He rose from the dead too! And he told people, 'Hey, y'all, drink my 
blood. It'll give you special powers.'" Dirk shakes his head as Luke protests, and says they're 
both wrong: being a vampire is the mark of Cain, his punishment for bringing the first evil 
into the world by killing his brother. Luke protests that the firster evil was Eve eating the 
apple, hence "Evil," which is hilarious and also kind of deadly serious. Ask Jessica's dad if he 
doesn't sort of think that's true. Or her second one. Life is a palindrome; now death is too. 


But Jason's tasted a few apples in his time: "That wasn't evil, that was just skirting the 
rules. Evil is making the premedicated choice to be a dick." Heh. The PAsummons him to 
meet Reverend Steve outside, but Luke can't decide to gloat about this latest thing. 


"There's one thing you can count on: God will make sure evil gets punished." Jason tosses 
over his shoulder as he's leaving, "Yeah? Then explain Europe to me." They stare. 


Outside, Jason's scared because Steve's in a golfcart with a big old gun, which he cocks: 
"Ain't she a beauty? Let's you and me take alittle trip together." He pats the seat and Jason 
asks if he's in trouble. Something dark behind the brightness. "We're all in trouble, Jason. 
As long as there are vampires in the world!" Jason hops up beside him, unnerved, and they 
roar off. Hope somebody brought acondom. 


Sookie tells Tara to ignore her stuff and take her room, and when she gets back she'll move 
all her stuff into Adele's room and celebrate Tara's birthday. As an early/actually punctual 
gift, she gives her that TERRIFYING picture of the two of them with Gran looking 

like Leprechaun In Da Hood, and they cry and hug and hug and cry and it basically turns into 
Tara comforting Sookie for her loss yet one more time. 


(Which, fine, because although it's Tara's birthday, Gran died like three weeks ago. | think 
like Lost or Weeds, this show will be much awesomer on DVD, because the end-to-end 
joining of the episodes won't stick out so much. | mean, you had people complaining 

about come on already with the constant orgies when it was only like the third episode, which 
on DVD is not going to seem like three weeks of orgies, it's going to seem like what it is, 
which is a 24-hour period in which Bon Temps goes from X to Y, on its way to Total Z. Total, | 
mean to say, Z. Asin, in tonight's performance the role of Kevin Bacon will be played by 
Maryann Forrester and the part of "dancing" will be played by "the breakdown of 
consciousness via the return of the bicameral mind." Am | making myself clear? Because ya 
got trouble, folks! Right here in Renard Parish! With a capital T and that rhymes with ODC 
and that stands for ORGIASTIC DIONYSUS CULT! Right here in Renard County! Ona cultural 
level! 


There's been the same thing in comics for years, it's called "writing for the trade" and it 
means basically that a standard comic book story-arc is now pieced out to six or eight issues 
(like this show does arcs for twelve, or most one-season broadcast shows do for thirteen) 
which only get awesome when collected the next year, so that the company can keep upa 
production schedule of two $19.95-or-so trade paperbacks a year rather than -- 
optimistically speaking -- twelve smaller $2.95-or-so, it's been a while, issues that less 
people buy because they're waiting for the trade. So the buying habits have pushed the 
development cycle and storytelling itself in this new, often initially unsatisfying format, 
which only good writers can 
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balance for both -- and it leads toa lot of bullshit filler and/or repetitive stuff. 


And on the fan side, you have two completely separate discussions: the week-to-weekers, 
like us, and the DVD people next year, right before the next season; it's the samein comics. 
In TV, it's easier in some ways to balance, since there's no purchase outlay to watch each 
individual episode which means even disgruntled viewers aren't risking anything by 
watching, while comics people might just drop the book and wait for the trade so they don't 
pay twice, but it's the same basic principle. So you get on paper, "in these six episodes Jason 
will fuck a lady and feel weird about vampires, because that's his arc for this part," which is 
fine on paper but means six. weeks. of. fucking for people watching in realtime. Which turns 


them off of Jason, which sucks because | don't know if you're aware, but to me Jason is the 
bomb. 


My favorite one of those is Buffy's classic magicks junkie plot, which lasted all of two 
episodes, but they happened to be stretched over the winter break so it seemed like the 
person was in this ridiculous repetitive drug spiral that lasted two months because, 
subjectively in realtime, IRL time, it did -- but in showtime it was all over before the sun 
came up. Same deal with Sookie's bullshit, which in actual showtime makes sense because 
each season takes only two fun-filled weeks, and not four months like it does for us to 
watch it, so instead it seems like she's been fuckin' crying about Gran for exactly 280 days... 
Which is also true. This show particularly is rife with those. "My God, Lafayette stop 
whining! It's been two weeks!" Actually no, it's been literally ten minutes since | laid down on 
this couch, give me asec.) 


So anyway, sorry, it's hard to think about the business and stuff when everything is so 
intense all the time, but | take enormous pleasure-slash-comfort in thinking about that 
stuff when the magicks have got me down, and Tara finally lets Sookie go uncomforted for 
five seconds to ask why, of all places, did Sookie choose Dallas for her romantic getaway? 
They laugh, and Sookie says brightly as ever, "Bill has some business there." Tara thinks 
about this for a second, suspicious, and then nods angrily. "Hell. Do those vampires wanna 
use your mindreading again?" Sookie points out that Bill will protect her, which asa 
response is such weak sauce even she seems a little offended. 


Tara wonders why Sookie's even with Bill, if he keeps pulling her into his vampire shit, but 
before Sookie can explain that, since it's her deal with Eric this is actually her vampire shit, 
she goes, "The sex can't be that good." As though giving Sookie another chance to be 
awesome is her life's work. And Sookie immediately goes, "Oh, it's pretty good." And then 
-- after just enough of a pause that it's plausibly not an afterthought, but delicious 
nonetheless -- "And / love him." Anna Paquin is a gifted motherfucker, that's awesome. 
Tara starts to say something, but Sookie decides to deliver a short speech, entitled What | 
Keep Telling Myself, Which Also Happens To Be True, And Which Also Applies To Your Situation, 
About Which | Have Not And Will Never Ask: "You can't just sit around saving your heart for 
some perfect idea of aman who's never gonna come along." Tara's like, "You're right! 
That does apply to my situation, not that you would or will ever ask!" 


"Life is too damn short. Besides, Bill's not making me do anything. | agreed to this to save 
your fool cousin, thank you very much!" Tara melts into hysterics, because WTF is going on 
with Lafayette now, and she didn't even know he'd reappeared after his unceremonious 
disappearance three weeks ago, and Sookie feels dumb, but then dishes the dirt because 
they are sisters not only w/r/t Adele, but also Lafayette. 


Coroner and swinger-of-late Mike Spencer, who | decided the other day looked pretty hot 
in Trekkies 2, stands over Miss Jeanette's body and notes that there have been panther 
sightings in Nakatosh, to which Bud -- apparently a felinetologist on top of everything else 
-- responds that the paralyzing gashes in her back are two wide for panther scratches. 
Another thing we'll miss until the DVD, then, is the self-conscious way this scene mirrors 
and responds to the vampire/dwarf scene at Fangtasia! where the same questions and 
answers came out in whole other ways over Sookie's body. E.G., "I can tell you this: There's 
some nasty poison in that wound," says Mike: "My guess is it paralyzed her. And she was 
alive when they took the heart, and that's what killed her." 


Kenya asks if it was an animal, and he says the back, yes, but the heart was carved out bya 
knife for sure. Bud asks if this then was the work of a "human/animal collaboration," which 
is exactly what it was, and at Kenya's protests says that he was making "what people with 
an actual sense of humor" call a joke. Andy comes blundering into the office just as Kenya's 
like, "Sorry, a black woman is paralyzed and then butchered to death in the town where | 
live? Not entirely funny," and then what is funny is Andy, some more, screaming about the 
Big-Ass Paul Bunyan Pig mentioned in her Tara report. 


Bud reminds Andy he's not even supposed to be looking at the files, and Mike bounces for 
the gym, noting that he's spending time with his shirt off lately due to being inducted into a 
Dionysian orgiastic cult. "Didja get a good look at that pig?" Andy roars, and Kenya reminds 
him she didn't see the pig, because there was no pig, because Tara made that shit up. "Was 
it brown? Because I've seen that pig! In a dollhouse!" 


(Pause for applause, laughter.) 


Bud's like, "Bitch, you are drunk! Again!" and Andy protests but then admits he's only hada 
few, like anybody who drinks in the middle of the day, such as Bud Dearborn, who points out 
that he's not in recovery and thus answers to nobody, while Andy answers to a higher power 
plus Bud Dearborn, and before you know it Andy's screaming at Bud that he is adumb old 
man who sucks, to Kenya's horror and Andy's subsequent token attempt at apology, so 
then Bud has to commandeer Andy's gun and badge, to which Andy responds with a tearful, 
childish, hilarious and oddly moving, "Oh, hell no! NO!" Before he gives it up. 


Lafyette's lair is a pile of pills, Swishers and vodka, girl-interrupted by Tara banging on the 
door. "| know you're in there! Even if you won't pick up the phone!" Finally he unlocks the 
door with amumbled damn hooker shit, nursing his gunshot leg all the while -- it's still just 
this morning -- and immediately returns to the couch so that hysterical Tara can harangue 
him about all of it. "How come | have to hear about you being back from Sookie?" Highlights 
including: "That you got shot! And fed on! And chained up! In some vampire dungeon!" 
Lafayette suggests that both Sookie and Tara, now, should keep this schtum, and notes that 
he is not interested in going to the hospital, where young black men with gunshot wounds 
tend to invoke the police up in one's business. 


"You need to see a doctor," Tara says, and he reminds her that they can't even get him the 
drugs he already has, and that Uncle Cyrus has already been called into surgery. She lies 
down next to him, aching for company, and promises to take care of him, which sets off 
every PTSD and depression alert bell he's got. "Hooker, look. I'm not in the partying mood 
right now, okay?" She says she just wants to watch TV, lonely after all that 

time chez Maryann, and worried about him besides. "Bitch, look. You know I love you, all 
right? But | just spent two and a half weeks thinking I'm gonna die at any second. | ain't got 
it in me to take care of you tonight. All right?" He's only half honest here; the other half is 
shame and shock. She nods and goes to the door. "If you die, I'm 
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gonna be really pissed." He agrees -- "That makes the two of us" -- and lies back down, blanket all the way up over his 
face. 


Sam unloads a flat of tomatoes under Terry's angry gaze, and he interrogates his boss about 
whether not not -- hopefully not -- he's even still leaving. Sam goes into the back room, 


and Sookie arrives at the window, asking if there are lunch specials today. Good of her to 
show up for work once in awhile. He says he could make "Jailhouse Chili," and she asks if, 
like last time, he forgot the corn chips. Shouted profanity and a dropped knife are her 
answer; the pressure is on him again. "Right. We'll just call whatever this turns out to be 
Terry's Scramble. Scrambled Terry's Scramble..." She tells him to hush, because of all the 
people in Bon Temps she knows the fuzzy boundary between people thinking you are crazy 
and actually being crazy, and he sighs. 


"| just don't know if | can do it, Sookie." Do what? "Run this place when Sam leaves town. 
It's too much pressure." She puts ona smile to cover her hurt. She wasn't there when he felt 
like saying goodbye, last night. And when Sam reappears, he's not feeling that way 
anymore. She follows him out to his truck, and there follows a tremendous fight, the basics 
of which are that Sookie is offended that he was skulking away because they are friends and 
she loves him, and that while she knows there was a moment where his doggie sunlight love 
was more attractive than Bill's twice-dead vanishment, ultimately she did apologize. Sam, 
give up now! You are in the no-spin zone! Even if you quote Balzac and Shakespeare and all 
them other highfalutin' Greeks, you have no chance! 


Sam's basic point, on the other paw, is that this conversation is not actually about saying 
goodbye or not saying goodbye so muchas it is making Sookie feel better for dicking him 
around, especially since that once-proud duty has to take a backseat to the very real secret 
shit that he has to deal with right now, and that maybe she should just take being the bad 
guy like a man for once. Her rejoinder is that she also has very real secret shit, and needs a 
few days off, but also that he is letting everybody down in whatever fashion he is letting 
everybody down. They are both right, but Sookie wins by A) being Sookie and B) being the 
first one to huff away. 


Jason and Steve have gay sex in that time-honored tradition of straight men everywhere: by 
shooting things. Specifically cardboard vampires, with paintballs, spread throughout some 
kind of nature preserve that pop up as the golfcart zooms past them. Whichis to say, things 
are fucking awesome right now. Finally they're done, after Jason has wahood and yeahed 
and Boom! You're gone! Boom! You're gone! How do you like me now, you scary-ass 
motherfuckers?'d his way through the maze. Steve, already more in love than he was 
previously in love, stares at Jason like a dripping porterhouse and says they should give him 
wooden bullets next time. 


"No! Silver bullets? Way cooler!" Steve explains, with the wild light of a very real Lord in his 
eyes, stares with holiness. "Silver bullets won't killa vampire, they'll just bring him down so 
he can be staked. But if you shoot a fanger straight in the heart with a wooden bullet, you 
are staking him right there. Makes them explode!" He looks down mournfully: "...So | 

hear." Jason shakes his head, back there for a second: "No. They just kind of fall apart," he 
says sadly. "It's like a water balloon." Steve gets all horned up again. "Oh! That's gotta bea 
sight! Watching God's awesome power just obliterate evil, right in front of your eyes!" Jason 
begs to differ in his silence, but Steve's talking to himself now: "One day. One day soon." 


| love the Newlins. | love their purity of purpose and the hate and fear and absolute 
rightness/righteousness behind what they are doing. As muchas this show is about the 
horror of any absolute, it's also fun and enlightening to glory in them all. But | most of all 
love the actors who play them. Awesome io9 interview this week in which Michael McMillan 
draws allusions between not only his character and GW (both from TX, both with the Dad 


thing, both dealing with world-changing events in a particularly God-driven way) but also 
noting the Arthur/Lancelot vibe between Steve and Jason. And for this, for which | will 
always love him: "In some ways [Steve's] like Bruce Wayne. He's setting out to ensure that 
what happened to his family won't happen to anyone else." 


Tara cries, eating cereal in her new house and watching her life story play out on the 
television: "For young Rafael Cordova, it was the beginning of the longest day of his life. Rafael 
first ran with the Pamplona bulls the week after he turned 18, following in the footsteps of his two 
older brothers, and had run five consecutive runs without a scratch..." It's all Tara's ever done, 
it's all we ever do. It's what she's doing now, and she doesn't even know it. There is a sound, 
outside, somewhere, and it occurs to her that she is all alone, in that big house, where 
danger comes regardless of the sun. 


There's nobody on the porch, there's nobody at the window, there's nobody outside the 
door, which she forces herself to approach, unlock, to turn the knob, to open and step 
outside into the quiet, terrifying sunlight. And then from nowhere, a hand reaches out and 
grabs her. "Surprise!" they scream: Maryann, Karl, Eggs. She shivers, and breaks into tears. 
"Aww, did we scare you?" Asks Maryann. Were you all alone, did you miss our enveloping 
arms, did you miss Eden? She falls into Maryann's arms, still terrified and embarrassed to 
be terrified, embarrassed about the tears that were already on her cheeks. "Yes," she sobs 
for amoment, in shock. She's been terrified since she left. 


"Nobody should spend their birthday alone!" Maryann says expansively, ushering Karl into 
the kitchen with a huge, beautiful cake adorned with a rainbow of flowers. "Aww," she says, 
patting Tara's cheek as she makes her way into the house, uninvited. Any house could be 
Maryann's house: For wherever two or three are gathered together in her name, there she is, 
in the midst of them. All you have to do is say yes. 


Eggs asks why she was crying, when they watched her, before they let her hear them in their 
glee. "| always cry on my birthday. It's always the worst day. No matter what | dol end up 
crying, because my birthday always sucks." It would be so awesome if every season Tara's 
birthday really did suck, just like Buffy's. But at the rate this show moves, we'll all be dead 
by her next birthday. "Well, this is the year that changes," he promises, kissing her cheek 
tenderly. This is the day everything changes. 


"We have been planning this party for days," Maryann says, sweeping into the room again. 
"But you threw a major monkey wrench into things by moving out!" Tara remembers the 
cake: wasn't it a wedding cake? Maryann laughs, so abundantly that Tara joins in. 
"Wedding. Birthday. What's the difference? It's all about casting off the empty shell of 
what's dead and embracing the mysteries of what is yet to come!" 


(If "it" is the Big It, then yes, lagree. But neither weddings nor birthdays are actually about 
that particular It. They are about celebrating what came before, and the real world they've 
created and in which you sit. Neither of which Maryann knows much about; neither of which 
Maryann has to think about. Honestly | have said everything already about Maryann that | 
can say, which just goes to show you the show made a place for her before she ever came to 
Bon Temps, so | guess blame the show.) "We are gonna havea wicked good time tonight, | 
can just feel it in my bones. I've been on the phone all day calling all your friends!" she says, 
stressing the your, and dashes off madly back into the house. And the punchline, of course, 
Tara supplies: " 
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What friends?" 


Indeed. Huxley has a thing, in Doors Of Perception | think, about the "reducing valve," which 
is the thing that makes us work. Imagine if all your memories, your pain and your pleasure, 
your tragedies and triumphs, were all happening simultaneously. How old are you? Times 
365, times 24, times 60, times 60. All at once. The reason very small babies just sit there is 
because they're collating and processing every single thing and combining and comparing 
it to every single other thing, trying to make sense of the insanity of sensation. The 
reducing valve is what, in Huxley's image, keeps us from staying there. Most of your brain, 
that chaos is alive: somewhere down there, we're all of us every age we've ever been, and 
sometimes surprising usses take the Talking Stick. We live at the very top of the iceberg, and 
think we can see the whole world. What Maryann does is take away the reducing valve. Like 
poetry, or Tim Lysergic Leary and the Kool-Aid Kesey Kuckoo Acid Bus, or the Classics 
students of Hampden/Camden College: if you lose the ability to perceive time, or 
consequences, then you become eternal. Any house could be Maryann's house, as long as 
you never say no to yourself. 


What follows is wonderful and takes a while, but like the constant orgies is hard to really 
describe. Sarah is grilling up a meal for her boys, who drink beers and make small talk. 
Except it's Steve who smally is talking, and Jason is just staring at Sarah as she turns froma 
person into a fantasy, and does an outrageously funny and sexy (and improvised) dance at 
the grill: first she twirls, and giggles, as Steve's voice recedes into the mental distance, and 
then smacks her Christian ass with a spotless metal spatula, and unsnaps her apron -- No 
Special Rights For Dead People -- to free her breasts, which then join her in a dance, which 
becomes bootylicious, and then the grand finale: licking the entire shaft of a beer bottle 
before tipping it back. Jason finally shakes his head and snaps to, where Steve is still talking, 
and barely keeps it together. 


Later, Steve makes a comment about how Sarah used to be a vegetarian, which Jason 
unwisely admits he already knew, and Sarah enters the room with a tray of ribs -- "Hope 
you boys are ready for some true Southern decadence!" -- and Steve giggles. "You don't 
really eat Sarah's ribs. It's more like you take a bathin them." They all laugh like crazy 
people, and then -- like Lynda Barry's puppy -- Sarah helps him with his rib-eatin' bib. 


I'm reminded, with the Newlins, of Farscape, of all things, where the gross stuff -- the 
particularly Australian glorying in bodily fluids, sex jokes, the like -- always occurred when 
the most important shit was going on. You wanted to look away at the precise moment you 
should be paying the most attention. And with the Newlins, you see that the show has sort 
of the same principle happening: whenever things are at their silliest, or the most 
cartoonish, or the seemingly most leftist or whatever, that's when the real shit is 
happening. Lafeyette doesn't turn capers to make you laugh, ina bit: he turns capers to 
make you stop thinking about the real price of his joy. 


This isn't a sex farce and it's not some adolescent anti-Republican screed: it's the real shit, 
happening in front of you, so that later you can say you didn't know how the trick was done. 
It's not just a seduction of the body, or the mind, or the soul. It's all of them. They are doing 
the Lord's work, and they are doing it well. He lost his parents when he was ten. 


"Steve," Sarah says once she's seated, apropos of nothing, "I think Jason has the makings 
of a true soldier of God." And he's not even lying: "I was just thinkingthe same thing!" Jason 
assures them he's got a long ways to go, but Steve tells him that's not true. Steve and Sarah 
check in silently, across the table. "God has chosen you..." Sarah coughs with praise: 
"Amen!" Chosen you: "For His most glorious mission." ("Praise His light!" she shouts, in 
classic misdirection.) "We are forming an elite spiritual army called the Soldiers of the Sun. 
Sarah stares at him, a-bibbed and ready for ribs: "And Jason, we need you. God needs you." 
Sarah grabs at Jason. "What a blessing." He says okay, and they take him in their hands, 
across the table. "All right!" she yells, on fire with the Lord. 


Because by that logic, then, this funniest of episodes must be hiding the darkest secrets, in 
the places you'll never look for them. In fact, in places you'd be terrified to look for them. 
But see, here, now: Texas is a chessboard. Whatever's going on in Louisiana, with Maryann: 
Texas is a field of war. Watch them: Vampires versus humans. Nobody's right, nobody's 
wrong; everybody's at the behest of forces, pains, desires they don't understand. For 
vengeance, for power, for primacy. Balanced and equal, armies of light and darkness. And 
nobody knows which is which, and that is the truth of war. 


Watch them, swaying like snakes, brightness hot in their eyes. Watch the pretty lady smile, 
and laugh, and check her lover's eyes for support. The White Queen. Watch the silly, funny 
White King looking into their pawn's eyes, with so much love. Watch the way they set his 
greatest fears, his worst nightmares, to rest:You're doing so well. I'm sure your Lord will be 
pleased. What could you do? It's not your fault. You got so nervous for nothing! 


Daphne orders Andy another scotch and Coke, and Sam heads over the deal with him 
himself. Daphne remarks to Arlene, whose nine fingernails hate the fact of her existence, 
that it's a slow night. "Lucky for you," Arlene fairly hisses. Sam and Andy discuss his 
ever-less-convincing sobriety, and Sam points out that if he dried out he could have his job 
back, but of course he can't stop drinking until he does, which: welcome to addiction, and 
he bitches about tight-ass Portia and his tighter-ass Grandmama Bellefleur and whata 
loser heis, and finally Sam cuts him off. 


"He's the only one in here," Arlene points out, obviously on her way toward something she 
wants, "No one else has come in for over an hour!" And so: "Let's close up early! | want to go 
to Tara's party." At Sookie's, she explains, for her birthday. "You know that real elegant 
woman that Tara's friends with? She's throwing it, and | heard she knows how to throw a 
party..." Andy agrees, loudly, across the bar. "And | need to ask Tara about a pig!" 


"So can we go?" asks Arlene, and Daphne appears: "Go where?" Arlene's face immediately 
falls, into a snaky kind of rest: "...Home?" Andy lets her in on the secret, and Daphne jumps 
out of her apron, while Arlene hates the shit out of her. Daphne flirts with Sam, asking him 
to come with, but as they clear out Lettie Mae appears, holding a sad, tinfoil-wrapped gift. 
Of course her gift would bea mirror. 


Sam treats Mrs. Thornton respectfully, admitting that he and Tara broke up and telling 
Arlene to stop eavesdropping almost in the same breath. "Today's Tara's birthday. 
Twenty-six years old. Would you give this to her? | don't know who else to ask..." She is 
ashamed, and weak, almost like a ghost. Almost like a woman whose heart has been torn 
out. He accepts it, and she runs, and he sighs, because now he's the bearer of the gift, and 


has to attend. It would be so awesome if every episode were just this: Sam trying like fuck to 
get out of town, and some other waitress he's hooked up with blocking the door. 


Anubis Airlines welcomes you to Dallas, the most vampire-friendly destination in the great state 
of Texas. Which is funny on multiple levels, if you know Texas, but basically resolves down to: 
A) Welcome to Dallas, we are the most money-friendly destination in the universe, B) 
Welcome to Dallas, we invented vampires and will suck out all your money, and C) Welcome 
to Dallas, we are lying if we say we are friendly to anybody, especially minority groups such 
as yourself, but please give us your money so we can have even more money. 


Sookie floats wackily 
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down the gangway toward an unhappy guy with a sign that says COMPTON PARTY, giggling and yoo-hooing. God, | 

hate Breaking Bad. She holds up the tiny bottles of Grey Goose, giggling in her best Owen Meany. "I've always loved these! 
THEY'RE LIKE BOOZE FOR DOLLS! THEY GAVE ME TEN!" He asks her repeatedly to get in the limo, but she's too busy 
wiggling around in her weird dress, and finally the out-of-place firmness in his tone sends her looking inside his brain. Just 
get inthe goddamn limo you stupid bitch, he thinks, and immediately at her recoil he grabs her. She shouts for about two 
seconds before Bill appears at his throat. "Make a noise and it will be your last."" Meanwhile, Jessica's still in her coffin, 
jostling it so hard it falls off the luggage cart, screaming, ''How the hell does this thing open?" 


Everybody in the world is at Sookie's, including Sam with the sad present and some 
impressively window-down doggy hair. He makes his way through the already-excited 
crowd on her lawn and porch, nervous because of how he hates people, but also because this 
is officially a Maryann Party, and some deep- magic part of him knows what that means. She 
greets him at the door, at the threshold, and damn she looks good. White gown, classic 
lines, white flowers in her hair. Excessively dangly earrings and necklace. She looks like a 
goddess. "A present? For me? | love presents!" That's like Maryann's Indian name. Dances 
With Presents. Sam tells her it's for Tara, but it's only when he admits it's from Lettie Mae 
that her face goes sour, and she hums displeasure. "Gift table is inthe dining room." 


Sam puts the gift down, and Maryann reappears at his elbow. "Well, | have to say, I'm 
impressed by your showing up!" He grins angrily, and responding to the implied threat after 
last night, tells her to go ahead: she'll also reveal herself in the process, if she does the 
thing. "Reveal myself as what?" she asks sweetly. As whatever the hell she is, of course. She 
laughs, but he leans in quiet: "I don't know what you're doing, but these are people | care 
about. And | will not stand by if you try to hurt any of them." He's forgotten how she feels 
about threats, | see, but she doesn't seem to mind: "Even when they've dumped you? Or 
chosen a dead man over you?" She laughs, and caresses his cheek. "You're really not an 
alpha, are you?" She goes aww again and dances away. Daphne waves to him from the 
kitchen, and he walks past Tara and Eggs without noticing. 


"Who are all these people?" asks Tara, and he says he sees none, because he only has eyes 
for her. When these two talk to each other it makes me want to barf. But maybe that's 
puppy magic too. | mean, her bender did include an '80s prom dress, it's not only possible 
but likely that this crap would work on her. "Seriously, who are all these people? And why 
are they bringing me presents? Not that I'm complaining." He very specifically doesn't 
answer this last, turning the conversation to her dancing -- " Anybody that dances like you 
should dance every fucking day" -- and they move together as Maryann watches and 
smiles, happily. Almost at her command, the music changes, going hotter and more 
rhythmic -- albeit sounding like '90s hip-hop, something a fifty-year-old man from 


Sacramento would find just edgy enough without being noise -- and the crowd cheers. Tara 
even goes haaaaay. 


Maryann snags Lettie Mae's present, while Terry and Arlene dance more slowly and 
insistently in the yard, and a woman celebrates with a ring of laurels in her hair; she dumps 
the gift in the garbage like Balzac or Shakespeare and heads into the forest, hands up over 
her head, stretching luxuriously. On the porch, Andy drinks a beer, shouting; the dancing 
takes them all; Maryann vanishes into the darkness. 


In the limo, Bill stares into the driver's eyes, casting a glamour. "All right, Leon. No one is 
going to hurt you..." struck bya thought, he turns to Jessica, who is rapt. "Would you like to 
try?" She breathes, and he motions her closer: "Here, lean in close so you can catch his gaze. 
And just let everything go. Let yourself be dead." Sookie stares, fascinated. "You feel it?" he 
asks quietly. "You are empty. A vacuum. Now you can pull his mind into yours..." 


Jessica takes over, confidently, not letting his gaze drop. She spent a lot of time being 
empty, in her day. "Everything's gonna be okay. There's nothing to fear..." Bill gets out of 
her way and moves to sit with Sookie; her monologue carries on as they grin, at her and at 
each other: "Don't you worry about a thing. It's gonna be all right..."" Sookie's impressed: 
"You were very sweet with her." Bill worries, because some dude just tried to kidnap her, 
and that means somebody's behind it. He knows it wasn't vampires, because it was so 
sloppy, which leaves the Fellowship. She scoffs. "Bill! They may be crazy, but they're still a 
church. They're not gonna kidnap anybody." He points out that they've done worse. 


But then, that's the question, isn't it? Steve and Nan fought this one out on TV once 
already, this season, haven't they? Whose atrocities, which army, is worse? "Just trust me," 
says Jessica in the background, swaying like a snake. 


Jason returns, proud, and Luke asks what the "dork face" is all about. Jason trumpets that 
he's moving out, becoming a Soldier of the Sun, and though Dirk is surprised, Luke is just 
once again grossed out. "You heard of it?" Jason asks, cocky, and Luke spits. "Of course I've 
heard of it, it's why | came here. | guess you feel pretty special?" Jason allows as how there's 
nothing wrong with feeling good when you achieve something, and then gets all hubristic 
about how Luke wouldn't know. Luke drops the bomb that they're all going, fourteen others 
total, including him and Dirk, thank God. 


Dirk pipes up to say that even some women are becoming Soldiers. As though by the 
pejorative implication that doesn't burn him just as bad. (I tweeted something the other 
day about how it was obvious to me even before the election that the GOP was going to 
scapegoat poor stupid Sarah Palin just like they did poor stupid Lynndie England and poor 
stupid Eve before them -- either in loss by blaming her, which is what happened, or if they 
won by turning her into Dan Quayle, win/win -- and ended with some offhand thing about 
"And I'm dumber than Sarah Palin!" To which some member of the conservative braintrust 
who was monitoring Twitter that day for reasons known only to him responded, "Yeah, you 
probably are!" Irony 1, Palin 0.) 


Trying to get it back, Jason asks if they're all going to be bunking at the Newlins' like he is, 
which causes a momentary duh for everybody before Luke finds a way to get in there, 
laughing that he gets it: "I get it. Preacher's wife needs something to play with." Jason is 
honestly insulted, because after all, puppy magic aside, these are the only people who have 


ever said he was good at anything besides fucking. They haven't been incredibly specific on 
what that is, besides the marksmanship, but they're pretty sure he has this like undefined 
excellence. | mean, | love him, and! want him on my team, but I'm pretty sure it's for 

the exactopposite reasons, and | still couldn't really define it for you. Which is fine, because 
like he cares. 


"She wants your hot beef injection," Dirk clarifies, and the whole bunk relaxes: that's what 
Stackhouse is bringing to the table. We aren't being Esau'd, we're legitimate. It's Jason that 
hasn't earned it. The whole world is right again. Which is sad on many levels, number one 
being Jason Sad Face, but also: this is a case in which Jason's skills are useful, basically 
because every army needs cannon fodder and a poster boy, just as every cult needs a 
terrorist cell. I'm not saying he's not going to nail Sarah Newlin -- and the number of eyes 
on his ass, seems like he'll pull a train with most of the Institute -- but that doesn't mean 
he didn't earn this. He earned this the same way you earn your way into any predator's lair: 
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"That ain't true. And you shouldn't talk about Sarah that way!" Jason yells, which Luke just 
uses against him: " You work fast!" He swears this time he isn't working, and packs his stuff 
as quickly as possible, mortified and terrified and turned on and self-hating as usual. "She 
ain't like that. | earned this!" Luke assures him that, either way, he most certainly did. 


The desk agent at the Hotel Carmilla (nice) says the computer has Bill and Sookie down for 
one room, no bed. Bill of course immediately starts seething, but Sookie -- because she 
grew up with Jason, and knows that only Bill's well | never pearl-clutching invokes such 
powerfully nasty playfulness from Eric -- grins and lets it slide: "Nooo, we need a bed." The 
woman hooks them up witha "light-lockable," "double-soundproofed" king suite, and Bill 
asks for an adjoining room for his... What to call Jessica? The vampire word, he tells Sookie, 
is "progeny," which isn't true either. "Call her your ward!" Sookie exclaims. "You have a 
ward, like Bruce Wayne!" Who turns, of course, into a bat every night. 


Over in the lobby, Jessica sits with a still very addled Leon. "Would you give me your cell 
phone?" He hands it over and she bounces in teenage ecstasy on the opulent leather couch. 
"Thank you, Leon. Everything's okay!" He nods, and she reconsiders. "Actually, 
everything's not okay. All your worst fears are about to come true..."' He shudders and begs. 
"Unless you scream at the top of your lungs..." She whispers into his ear. 


Over Bill's confirmation that Mr. Northman is paying their bills, Leon screams from the 
lobby, "Becky Eubanks is a stuck-up whore who let Chase finger her in the church!" Jessica 
rocks, almost falling over, rolling around in joy on the couch. It echoes. "She's... New," Bill 
says, embarrassed, and even Sookie feels a bit awkward. 


The people of Bon Temps laissés their asses rouler, and out in the mist Maryann raises her 
hands over her head, toward heaven, hands pointing down toward earth. Her body is like a 
dagger as she calls Him up: "Lo, lo Bacchos; lo, lo Eleutherios; lo, lo Loxias..."" The wind kicks up, 
the dancing slows down; Eggs and Tara kiss as they dance, the players whirl. Maryann raises 
her face to the sky, in wonder and passion. Eggs leads Tara up the stairs, scattered with rose 
petals, past Jane Bodehouse in ecstasy. He kisses her, and lays her moaning on the bed. 


It's getting hot in Bon Temps; Lafayette fans himself on the couch, watching the 
Harryhausen 7th Voyage Of Sinbad, in which Sinbad and magician Sokurah play out Tara's 
dance with Maryann -- and, one presumes, Lafayette's oncoming voyage -- scene by 
scene. "Good evening, Lafayette," says Eric's voice from the window, sending Lafayette 
flopping painfully to the floor. "No!" he screams. "You can't come in unless | invite you in! 
And | ain't nowhere near that crazy." Eric threatens that he has all the time in the world: 
"You have to come out eventually," he says, speaking for the world at large, insensate to 
Lafayette's pain and fear and longing. 


"You let me go!" Lafayette shouts; Eric is unmoved. "I gave you a very generous gift: The gift 
of not killing you." And alongside, he offers a flourishing wrist and another bit of 
generosity: "The healing elixir that is my thousand-year-old blood." Lafayette is, to put it 
lightly, unsure, but Eric doesn't even know what that means. "Your leg's already infected. | 
can smell it. You don't get that taken care of, you can lose it." At first he says he wants to 
feed Lafayette because he likes him, which, while not untrue, is patently not the real reason. 
"You want to be able to keep track of me," he says. That old bond. "You obviously mean 
something to Sookie. And what Sookie finds meaningful, | find... Curious." Still not sure if 
that's true either, but okay. "You really have no choice, Lafayette. You know it," he says. 
And he does, now that he knows it's infected. "Fuck," he groans, and stands, and onthe 
television Sinbad kills a skeleton. 


In the Harryhausen films, the skeletons are armies, born of miraculous blood, fighting war 
which is a chessboard. Nobody's right, nobody's wrong; everybody's at the behest of forces, 
pains, desires they don't understand. For vengeance, for power, for primacy. Balanced and 
equal, armies of light and darkness. And nobody knows which is which, and that is the truth 
of war. 


"Leon, look at me. Look at me, Leon." (Sweet, sweet antimetabole! | use you overmuch as it 
is!) Leon takes his time dragging his gaze, physically, to meet Bill's eyes. "Everything is 
going to be okay," Bill intones gently, and Leon swears it is not. "My worst nightmares!" he 
shivers, and Bill shakes his head. "Jessica! What on earth did you do to him?" She has no 
time for Bill right now, as she screams teenagedly: "| am on the phone!" To Hoyt, no doubt. 
Hoyt, what are you wearing? What are you wearing, Hoyt? Sookie suggests Bill put his hand 
on Leon's shoulder -- "Sometimes touching helps me hear their thoughts better" -- and 
he does. "Who sent you?" The Fellowship of the Sun, obvs. "Are youa member?" asks 
Sookie, and politely Leon says he is not. They hired him. Who specifically? 


"I'm not sure. It was over the phone. Money was put ina locker for me at a Greyhound 
station." So the Newlins feel okay with calling up the underworld (metaphorical not actual) 
and ordering kidnaps. Good to know. What was the mission? "Abduct a human with the 
Compton party and bring her to the church." Sookie has the balls, God love her, to get 
offended: "Do you [even] know my name?" Nope, didn't even know she was a lady 'til you 
got off the plane talking about drunk dollhouses. "All | know is a vampire's using ahuman 
to find a vampire, Godric." And of course he doesn't know where Godric is, but I'm startin' 
to feel like I do. 


Bill smiles kindly. " You did very well. I'm sure your employers will be pleased." Leon looks at 
him lovingly, happy for the approval. "Think so?" Knows so. "What could you do? We never 
arrived. It's not your fault..." Sookie stares, drawn down deep enough into their life, and the 
stakes, that she can honestly love this. She's fascinated, she's drawn in. It's part of her 


disability, after all; it's the opposite of what she does. Bill corrects his memory: the flight 
arrived, they weren't onit. "I got so nervous for nothing!" Leon giggles. Bill laughs, 
suddenly scary; Sookie follows suit, happily. Has she become like they are? 


Watch them, swaying like snakes, brightness hot in their eyes. Watch the pretty lady smile, 
and laugh, and check her lover's eyes for support. The Black Queen. Watch the silly, funny 
Black King, looking into their pawn's eyes with such affection. Watch the way they set his 
greatest fears, his worst nightmares, to rest:You're doing so well. I'm sure your employers will 
be pleased. What could you do? It's not your fault. You got so nervous for nothing! 
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See here now: Texas, the chessboard. Nobody's right, nobody's wrong; everybody's at the 
behest of forces, pains, desires they don't understand: vengeance, power, primacy. 
Balanced and equal, armies of light and darkness. And each depends on the other for its 
survival, and for its destruction, and that is the truth of war. Stay only one thing, and your 
triumph and your tragedy will be change; you will starve, become a skeleton, have your 
heart torn out. Become everything at once, and you will be reborn a black-eyed child of the 
night. In the Harryhausen films, the skeletons are armies, born of violence and a miraculous 
wine. 


Lafayette kneels, sucking hungrily. Eric tells him that's enough, but at first he doesn't mean 
it. They just enjoy, Lafayette keeps going, until Eric's had his fill and smacks him away, and 
it drips down his chin as he tumbles. "Don't be greedy." With a flex of his wrist, Eric begins 
to heal, and answers the phone with his sinister hand. "You were supposed to call me when 
you arrived." 


Bill explains they were ambushed, his well | never alive and well in Dallas: "You 

know exactly by whom, Eric! The Fellowship of the Sun! Why didn't you tell me they were 
involved?" Eric explains that he wasn't sure, but now heis. Bill whines. Eric reminds him 
that he is the Sheriff of Area V, and if he is displeased he can take it up with the Magister or 
the Queen, which is shorthand for cram it up his rigor-tight white ass, because guess what 
two people Bill is not even about to fuck with. 


Behind Eric, Lafayette capers, dancing dervishes and jumping jacks, speaking to himself in 
an unending and nonspecifically motivating idiom. "Get that shit! There you go! Get that 
shit! Fuck it, get it!" Eric turns to watch him, charmed. "I just want to fucking dance!" he 
shouts, humping another couch, feeling the air of Bon Temps again with his new body. 
"How nice for you," Eric says, and says he must fly, and then | think literally flies away, with 
a whooshing sound. Lafayette fucks the floor and there's this sound like whoosh. 


Jason hurriedly pulls his shirt together when Sarah enters his beautiful bedroom, unsure 
who the prey and who the predator is anymore. He thanks her kindly and calls her ma'am 
like a hundred million times, in her ivory-white and very sexy peignoir and negligee. And 
out in the wilderness a family of wolves starts tuning up, in three-part harmony. It was at 
this moment that | realized just how much | love Sarah Newlin, because it's like even the 
cartoon people are more real than most real people, on this show. | have seen a lot of people 
like Sarah Newlin, in real life and on TV, but | have never seen this particularly precise, sexy, 
affable, scary, darling, adorable, vicious, stern, joyful, insane, scathed, unscathed, 
subservient, nurturing, controlling, Christian sort of Antichrist in my life. 


It's like if you take the false binary of Virgin/Whore, and put everybody onit, and then go 
three-axis to Monster/Not Monster, and put Anne Coulter here and Rachel Maddow here, 
you would still need to go fucking quantum to place Sarah Newlin on the graph you've 
devised. Um, for judging women, this graph, so don't doit. But | love her for the purity of her 
conversion, and her steely insides, and her grief, and her love of the Lord and all the passion 
and righteousness she's got going on. | never thought they were, but this episode really 
showed me that this wasn't about right-wing/left-wing red state/blue state blah blah 

blah. Obama. I'm over it. 


Luke and Dirk are vicious and stupid representations of Christianity, and that's fine because 
it's not TV, it's HBO, and more importantly because Adele, Hoyt and Sookie are stronger 
versions of a better representation of Christianity. But the Newlins are more than that, and 
they are the focus. | don't agree with, say, Lettie Mae's version of religion either, but | get it. 
Frankly, it's Maryann's version of religion I'm having a hard time finding the dark edge to, 
really. But the Newlins are so easy to love, no matter how wary you have to be, because they 
are about how Christians are terribly and wonderfully made, just like non-Christians and 
every other kind of person. Loving Sarah Newlin, or her husband, is like loving Amy Burley, 
or Miss Jeanette, or Maryann Forrester: absolutely essential if you're ever going to hold the 
universe in your hand. He's gay, or not, and while hypocrisy goes hand in hand with 
American Protestantism it also goes hand in hand with American everything else. She's 
everything good, and everything bad, about what she's about. Like we all are. 


Jason, hoping against hope, asks if he's the only one staying there in the house, and he is, so 
his smile falls, but she explains the perfectly rational explanation that it's only because the 
terrorist bunker only holds fourteen. He's happy, but also sad about that, so she adds that 
he is number fifteen because he is So Special And Awesome, so then he's happy: "And 
you're also the best! | mean, the one that we have the highest hopes for." He says he wants 
to try as hard as hecan, and try not to disappoint them, and she leaves, reminding him that 
if he needs anything at all, like a creepy culty threesome, their personal Maryann Party is just 
down the hall, past the big double doors! 


Bill and Sookie are making out, because they are very much in love, when Eric knocks at the 
door and summons Bill to the bar for talking. Alone, Sookie stares around, at aloss, and 
looks adorably off-camera. "Fudge." Been there, sister. 


Downstairs, Eric reframes Bill's panicked call as an "admirable" admission that he can't 
protect his human. Logic and etiquette not permitting a retort, he changes the subject to 
how only a monster like Eric can possibly care about nobody but himself. "| care about 
others," Eric says, in alimpid tone that for him expresses both true hurt and true boredom. 
"You care about Godric," Bill says, and Eric stares at him because no you didn't. "You have 
no obligations to Dallas or Texas. This is personal for you. Why?" Please God let Eric give the 
big gay Pam-annoying speech about Godric's awesomeness one more time. 


The waitress drops off a bottle of TruBlood, and Eric changes the subject. "| hope you'll 
enjoy your blood substitute, which is costing me $45." Bill admits he just wanted to see Eric 
pay for it, and Eric's like, "Good burn," but just calls Bill "so mature" instead. It's like a 
revenue stream, but more like being a werewolf. Bill redirects: "Why this allegiance to 
Godric?" 


Oh, Godric, Edward Cullen of my heart, Eric says. When! look up at the sky ona clear, hot night, 
and see that moon shining down on myself and my undead brethren, my first thought will always 
be, "Godric, are you looking at that same moon?" And lo, when | smell the first morning's blood it 
is sour, for it was not kissed from Godric's sweet lips. | abjure the garish sun, not because it would 
fry my ass, but because it is not as bright as the lights deep in Godric's eyes. And when | sleep, it is 
Godric's arms that hold me, ever so tightly, as though to say that | am safe and that he will never 
ever let me go, not ever. He is the man all men should wish to be, and the man all women should 
wish to have, and also all the men on that one too. Starting with me. | wish | could invent 
something awesome and name it, like a beverage or a spacecraft, for | would name it a thousand 
times Godric, Godric, Godric. | would swim through the crests of a thousand garlic seas, would 
wear a suit of sterling, would lift my face up to the sun if only for a taste of his tender, cinnamon 
lips. One day he will take me for a ride in his automobile, and we will feel the wind of a thousand 
wild nights in our hair, and how we will laugh. At what? Nobody knows. Nobody but us. My heart 
has aname, Bill. Do you know what it is? 


Bill's like, "Pssht. He's just a sheriff, dude." But oh no, he is so much more - - it is only that he 
chooses to be Sheriff. He could be so much more than that, Bill. He could be something vampire 
children drea 
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m about, lofting over the city in a cape. |am merely a Sheriff, Bill, and a fine one, and yet Godric, he is sheriffer. "Okay, but 
if he's so awesome how did those hillbillies get him?" 


"THAT IS WHAT WORRIES ME!" Eric screams, unbelievably sincerely. Well, murmurs 
seductively ina somewhat urgent fashion, which amounts to the same thing for him. "If 
One Such As He can be taken by humans, then none of us is safe!" Um, then get me the fuck 
out of here, and Sookie as well. "What can | give you to release Sookie from her 
agreement?" Nada. But, Eric says, "Since you like humans so much, | think you would want 
to protect them. The vampires here, they're like cowboys. If they don't get Godric back, 
they'll want justice. They'll start attacking people." You want to play Mass Slaughter, go 
ahead and doit. Vampire vs. Human. Texas is a chessboard. "That's insane!" Bill yells, and 
Eric leans back. "Well. It's Texas." 


Hell yeah it is. Meanwhile... Oh! | didn't tell you! | came to Dallas on Friday to visit friends. 
I'm thinking of turning it into a whole Pilgrimage of Sookie thing. Next week maybe | will 
get kidnapped by a cult, or go back home and find out all my friends are in another cult. 
That's going to be awesome. | will go and flourish, and never say no to myself. | will tell you 
how that goes! 


Meanwhile, Sam and Daphne are feeding each other cake in a sensuous fashion. | recently 
learned of the name of a thing | knew about, but didn't know the name of, which is how you 
get two cakes on your kid's first birthday, one of which is for the real party -- which the kid 
is barely invited to, because guess what, one-year-olds aren't that interesting at parties -- 
and the other one, just as nice, is for the one-year-old to do with as she wishes. And the 
name of that little ritual is even more awesome than the ritual itself: SMASHCAKE! | 
mention this only because of the Tara/rib-bib puppy magic thing, the way total indulgence 
and total infantilizing can go hand in hand if you do it wrong, and because of Huxley, and of 
course because of... Well, you'll see. 


Finally, Sam and Daphne kiss after all kinds of wedding cake gets fed back and forth. Figures 
it would take a literal act of God to make Sam deal with the hot chick in front of him. | mean, 
Tara had to literally say, "What we are going to do now is fuck." But Daphne has no way of 
knowing that, and besides, she's under the spell too. "[This is] a great idea! You're sweet as 
hell, and adorable, and scruffy with that little grey in your hair, and that hot little nose, and 
damn, boy do you know how to wear a pair of pants." All true, every second. Girl knows what 
she's talking about. She also knows how to wear a sundress with cowboy boots without 
looking like a retarded whore, so they have that in common too: the ability to wear clothing. 


The kissing goes from flirty to romantic/cute to hardcore, and he finally breaks away all, 
"Listen, | need to tell you something." She assures him multiple times that he doesn't, 
looking into his eyes and then whispering in his ear, "| know what you are." She leads him 
off into the party with more seductive whatnot, and | can't tell but it seems like maybe she 
doesn't have her scars right now, but | can't say for sure. Any takers? | think it would be 
optimal if she were a weresomething, because of Sam's jumpy tirade against them last year. 
On this show, if you say something racist that's automatically the next person you fuck. It's 
like arule. And any case | really don't think she's one of Maryann's, the 

whole Daphne/Daphnis thing notwithstanding, but I'm anxious to find out. 


Then there is: Dancing on the lawn, Eggs and Tara fucking in slow motion and moaning, 
Maryann vibrating a short distance away, Mike Spencer naked with some lady who is not 
Jane Bodehouse, Terry and Arlene dancing the Forbidden Dance, more fucking, more 
vibrating, Andy Bellefleur screaming like a beast and shoving wedding cake in his face, that 
lady on the stairs | thought was Jane doing the same, Mike spreading the suddenly 
fish/loaves amount of wedding cake on the huge breasts of the lady and eating it, food 
fighting, cake in the face, Tara climbing on top of Eggs, weird moaning, a guy drinking wine 
all insanely with the black eyes, everybody with black eyes, Terry and Arlene getting trippy 
on the ground with black eyes and touching each other's hands, cake boob lady moaning 
while Mike motorboats the cake, vibrating, dancing that is essentially fucking, a guy 
punches a guy dancing with a lady that might be one of the many blonde hos we've met at 
Merlotte's, said lady laughing wildly, fucking like Marlin Perkins is watching, and then 
blonde lady goes apeshit into total ecstasy territory, rolling around and growling and 
shoving dirt in her mouth, tossing her head around, and off in the forest Maryann scrabbles 
in the dirt and eventually pulls her hands free, up into the moonlight, and they are the claws 
of a wild beast, while we moan, triumphant. Hope somebody brought like a billion condoms. 


Bored, Sookie checks out the Pay Per View, and she's alone so she doesn't even pretend to 
look at anything else, just goes straight to the porn with a fascinated smile and very fake, 
mesmerized eew. Because bravo, True Blood: You got His First Fangbang, which think about 
that for a second, and the guy's got arose between his teeth to boot, and you got the more 
hetero Co-Ed Chowdown, which like cheerleaders and whatnot, and you got the jewel in the 
crown: Intercourse With The Vampire: The Sexual History Of Vampires. |am not a vampire nor do 
| wish to be one, but that is so much better than real porn. Especially in a hotel, my God. 


There's a knock at the door, and Sookie -- Sookie Stackhouse, | mean, the Mad Masturbating 
Porch Bandit Of Bon Temps -- adorably shuts the TV off so nobody will know she's heard of 
porn, and meets Jessica at the door. "| ordered something. Is that okay?" Barry the Bellhop 
smiles professionally: "Male, straight, B-?" Ashoulder-length blonde hottie walks through 
the door essentially naked and beefy, smiling at Sookie: "Hi, I'm Travis." Sookie's all WTF 
but Jessica grabs him and leads him away by the hand. YES! 
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Sookie sort of laughs to herself, and her thoughts are suddenly audible. What am! supposed 
to do Bill doesn't want her to do this how old is he anyway he looks barely legal... Barry nods, 
"He's 21." That's weird, Sookie thinks. Almost like you read my mind. And before he can stop 
himself, Barry Bellhop nods again, without moving: | did read your mind. She goggles at 
him. Oh fuck Barry just smile and act like it's a coincidence. He smiles sweetly at her. Keep your 
stupid mouth shut... "But it's not a coincidence, Barry!" They stare at each other, his mouth 
hanging open... And he bolts, just runs like fuck, bellcap and all. 


And Sookie, who has waited her whole life to know she's not alone, whose power is 
affliction and whose genius is torment, Sookie who's been looking for Barry so long and so 
hard that it brought her to love, and to Eric, and to Dallas, goes running after him, down the 
hall, in her bare feet, shouting his name joyfully, triumphantly, all the way around the 
corner. It is a celebration, a parade of two, and she goes tearing happily after. 


WHO'S AFRAID OF NAOMI WOLF? 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 2 | Episode 5 | Aired on 07.19.2009 


Never Let Me Go - Dallas gets more interesting, Bon Temps gets more insane, and one of the Newlins 
finally makes his/her move on poor dumb Jason Stackhouse. 


So the secret of Eric's obsession with Godric is revealed, and it's anot-entirely-surprising 
doozy: Godric's his maker. It's a classic love story, really: Eric was in the middle of his own 
Viking funeral when a feral Peter Pan tweener Celt decided to take time out of watching his 
Hannah Montana videos long enough to turn Ericinto a vampire/boyfriend, proving that 
fanfic ate itself well before the internet was even invented. 


Back home in Bon Temps, Daphne is in fact a shapeshifter. She ends the night of Sookie's 
house orgy by turning into a deer in front of Sam, and later they bond over that whole thing. 
When Tara wakes up after her first night with Eggs, Maryann's downstairs making breakfast 
because BTW she's living at Sookie's now, along with Karl and Eggs. Tara says no to this 
little plan, but Maryann shows up that night and works her hurly-burly from Merlotte's 
parking lot, causing everybody inside to go berserker amounts of pissy. This -- combined 
with the truly awesome creepiness of her dressing up like Gran -- puts Tara over the edge as 
far as burning her Merlotte's bridges and throwing her lot in with her bizarre new family. 


Hoyt reads comics to Jessica over the phone, driving his mom batty with jealousy. Sookie's 
meetup with Bellhop Barry doesn't go too well: he's terrified that living in Dallas, as he 
does, the local vamps won't be so excited about his powers as the Louisianans are. She goes 
Sookie All Over His Ass, predictably, but for once he's not buying what her crazy self is 
selling. 


Eric, on the other hand, totally agrees to Sookie's newest plan, to infiltrate the Fellowship 
Of The Sun pretending to be a vampire-hating Christian, and then... 1 guess not totally die? 
We'll see. Bill's pretty upset about that, but of course he can't say "no" to Eric, and by 
episode's end it's clear he won't be up for much more argument: his maker, Lorena, shows 
up at Hotel Carmilla at the end of the episode. Also looking to make trouble: at least one of 
Godric's two lieutenants, a cowpoke by the name of Stan. Less fighty, apparently, is the 
other one, Isabel (played by Smits's awesome wife on Dexter), who displays a distinct 
interest in Sookie's interracial relationship. 


On the other side of this particularly lovely and seemingly inevitably war, then, Jason's stay 
at the Light of Day Institute goes from paramilitary to full-on terrorist as he continues to 
vault up the structure. He's doing great! How great? Well, a handjob from Sarah Newlin 
finally breaks the tie on what we're seeing is a sort of strained, weird marriage; meanwhile, 
all Steve wants to dois play with guns. And flamethrowers, and ninja stars, and archery sets, 
and whatever else little boys are actually made of. Now that Sarah won Jason in their little 
rock-paper-scissors, | guess that's all he's got. Or else he's in on that too, and they really 
are the creepiest people who ever lived. 


Discuss this episode in our forums, then see who vlogger Sean Crespo thinks Bill will hook up with 
next in No Prior Knowledge! And check back soon for the full recap! 


Want more? The full recap starts right below! 


Sam's managed to chase mysterious adorable Daphne all the way into the woods without 
running into Jamiroquai or Maryann doing culty shit, but as usual Sam doesn't know how 
great he has it. You think hair like that just happens? Please. Sam's amazing hair is the 
greatest hoax perpetrated on the American people since the consummation of the Newlins' 
marriage. She drops her panties and her boots, disproving our theory last week that she was 
capable of wearing clothing, all the while talking mad game about how Sam's terribly 
lonely, which duh, and then just vanishes. Sam comes around a tree and sees a delightful, 
delicate, wonderful little deer looking back at him with great big eyelashes, and before you 
can say twitterpated, it turns into Daphne. So of course Sam immediately starts screaming 
bloody murder, and credits. 


While Sam sputters, Daphne gives him a knowing grin and a dose (I typed "does" first!) of 
shifter pride, and tells him how she's known they were both the same since she watched 
those two identical dogs running through the forest and one of them was Sam. She tells him 
for the third or eighth time that he's not alone anymore, and the kissing and hugging, and 
then Arlene and Terry -- eyes back to normal eye color -- come giggling through the forest. 
They all give each other the "all we do is fuck our coworkers" smile, unaware that they are 
acting under the auspices of some kind of magic orgy spell, and Daphne peaces. Terry picks 
up Arlene in his arms like a caveman -- "Come on, special lady!" -- and tells Sam they'll see 
him at work, and Sam stares around some more and wonders if Daphne just used her powers 
to turn into embarrassment for all concerned. 


Meanwhile, Sookie has if you remember also discovered a kindred spirit in Bellhop Barry, 
who wants zero percent of her mess, and corners him in the hallway, where he psychically 
cowers and hopes she's not some horrible creature bent on killing him. She is all kinds of 
Sookie Stackhouse on him immediately, crawling right up his psychic jock about how they 
have to be best friends and have psychic conversations about psychic shit, but before he can 
tell her to back off, she snarks at a Carmilla familiar zombying down the hallway between 
them with an ice bucket full of his own blood or whatever, having finished his fangbanging 
shift for the night. 


Barry's like, "Don't smart off to the guests!" and Sookie's like, "He's clearly the fuck out of 
it, if you can't tell from the total lack of blood in his body, use your mind powers." All that is 
in there is like a Malcolm MacLaren remix. Sookie realizes that Barry does not know all about 
being telepathic yet, which she sees as one more opportunity to climb inside his clothes 
with him and commence best-friending the shit out of him, and Barry will have none. He 
explains that vampires are horrible and scary, and will suck your blood right out of you, like 
that's their whole thing, especially if they know you are magical your own self and can do 
things like hear thoughts and be unglamoured: "Listen, | don't know what little fried 
corn-on-the-cob town you're from, or what candy-ass vampires you're with, but this is 
Dallas, baby!" 
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Sookie informs him that A) watch it, B) don't call her baby, C) don't presume to think that 
Louisiana vampires are any less fucked up or scary than Dallas ones, D) she's been almost 
killed eleven times and her whole life since this show started has been a nonstop thrill ride 
of pain and disillusionment and people dying all over the place, so E) be cool. Barry will not 
be cool. Barry will be Audi Five Million. Sookie grunts to herself and feels like his whole 
identity and fear of being murdered is like totally a burn on her, and takes it personally, 
while Barry scuttles the fuck. 


In the room, Bill is dressing down Jessica for eating off the menu, and tells her that sucking 
human fangbanger blood is maybe even worse than watching PPV porno, and Sookie comes 
in and Jessica's all excited like, "Sookie! There's dirty movies!" Sookie does an amazing 
fake-astounded face and goes, "I know, yuck!" Bill orders Jessica to her room and to drink 
some TruBlood, and she tells him she is on the fast train to having an eating disorder, 
stomping off witha seriously adorable and very accented, "PRIVATE! KEEP OUT!" 


Well, without Jessica to boss around and act generally in a patriarchal fashion, whatever will 
Bill Compton do? Oh, lecture Sookie for a million years about where was she and did she 
know that danger exists. Sookie plays dumb, which is of course a stretch, and says she was 
looking for a candy machine. Of mind powers. Then, to shut him up, she strips off his shirt 
and talks about how she's safe because she's "HIS" and all that mess, and eventually just 
literally grabs his cock in her hand and asks if they're going to need to discuss this shit 
further. Not even the one million responsibilities and errands of Bill Compton are strong 
enough to withstand Sookie's Stackhouse's limitless horniness. Just once! would like him 
to be like, "Suckie, what are you doing? Are you trying to take mah mind off mah own 
inability to reconcile my antebellum pre-feminist paternalistic tendencies with your own 
sovereign right to bea woman and make yore own decisions?" And she would be like, "Bill 
Compton, you cum drugs, what is confusing about this? Shut your trap, | don't need fangs 
flopping in my face for this part." 


Jessica calls Hoyt, who is wearing matching pajama top and bottom in a winning blue check 
pattern, where they got that much fabric | honestly have no idea, but just when you think 
that the image of Hoyt Fortenberry in matching PJs alone is like the cutest thing ever, he 
puts down the comic book he is reading aloud to himself and answers the phone like so: 
"You're talking to the Man!" Yes, yes you are. The more infantilized and slightly tardy Hoyt 
becomes... | won't finish that sentence, but | will keep worrying about this, quietly and to 
myself. It's a good thing he's twelve feet tall or I'd feel like a real creep. Momma Maxine 
comes in yelling and shit and he locks her out of the room, and then they both fall sideways 
on their respective beds and basically their conversation is like, "Shmoo boo-buddy-boo?" 
"Schmoo, lalaloo." 
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It goes on for awhile, and it is totally adorable in that Pleasantville way you used to think was 
all dating was about, and then he reads his comic book to her, because he is perfection in 
human form: "Okay, so it's called Space Tomb. And this time they're on the planet Historion, 
and Sea Leopard's just pitchin’ a fit..." Move over, Saracen, we have ourselves a winner. 





Jason's asleep just down the hall from his parent/cult-leader/future fuckbuddies the 
Newlins when a big scary rough dude named Gabe comes in and throws him on the floor, 
blasting an arena horn and tossing LODI sweats at him. Cut immediately to the terrorist 
bootcamp arm of the Light Of Day Institute Home For Wayward Idiots, where the guy Gabe 
is yelling and yelling and the napalm in the morning and the failure to communicate and 
things of this nature, and Sarah's there in her cute tog-waisted butter-yellow sweats as 
though they should have expected this, which frankly they should have because they are in 
acult. Gabe makes Jason do some pushups for Jesus, and Luke laughs so then he does 
pushups also for Jesus, so then Jason has to do his pushups one-armed, because even in the 
early AM he knows that Luke must be destroyed... With fitness. 


Tara wakes up in Sookie's bed with Eggs, and | guess because of who usually sleeps here, 
rolls over and checks his heartbeat, or lays on his sick chest and thinks about sweat or 
whatever, and then picks up that hideous effing picture of the horrible monster about to 
devour the little girls, also known as Tara and Sookie with the beastly goblin of Adele, and 
her eyebrows twitch with yearning and love and possibly fear because of how fucked up 
Gran looks, and -- as though he can feel her heart moving away toward Sookie again -- 
Eggs wakes up and goes, "Hey, come back." 


Tara assures Eggs that she is right there, and tells him about how amazing Adele was and 
how she was practically Tara's real mom, and somewhere | guess Eggs files this information 
away for later, along with how this house is the only place she's ever felt safe. Then they 
make out to celebrate that this is the first birthday Tara's ever had that didn't end up, one 
assumes, with Lettie Mae shoving her head through plate glass or throwing her off a bridge 
or whatever her mom used to do for fun before Jesus and/or witchcraft in the forest with 
part-time drugstore diabetics. 


The Hotel Carmilla exterior looks only slightly faker than Grandmother Goblin, and then 
Sookie's nipples wake up and immediately run out the door, leaving Bill in bed at dawn for 
the first time ever. Downstairs, there's Barry, who practically runs away as she once again 
attempts to climb down his esophagus. He points out that having a cognitive disability both 
regular-sucks and now super-sucks because the only people he can hang out with are 
vampires which, let's face it, are kind of fucked up in some ways. 
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She's all, "Pish, | totally got a job with my psychic powers that is going great! Why, | almost 
got abducted this time already, and last time | did a job with them, alittle girl was murdered 
after | was almost murdered. But she's fine now, she's right upstairs, and she is totally 
adorable when she's not choking her family members with belts. You gotta meet her! Being 
psychic is the best!" Before Barry can point out that Sookie's life is tragic like any way you 
look at it, this fangbanger chick comes in thinking really loud ("Ow Brazilian wax feels like 
that bitch ripped out my female organs get a vamp to pay for laser somebody bite me") and 
Sookie screams at Barry's brain to shut it out, like she has learned to do. Or more to the 
point, to father him like Bill did with Jessica last night. 


He tells her to chill, and then tells the banger that they're not hiring, but in order to get 

away from the intense and smothering friendship of Sookie Stackhouse, offers to help her 
fill out an application anyway. Absolutely certain this isn't the last time she will see and 
bother the shit out of poor Barry, Sookie steals some continental breakfast bananas and 
heads petulantly upstairs to plan her next ambush on his sorry ass. Upstairs, she climbs into 
bed with Bill, who is avampireand thus, Tempurpedic motion-transfer physics aside, totally 
notices the person climbing in bed with him. She is all excited about Barry, and then | don't 
know, the one million torments of Bill Compton. 


Suckie can't be doing this or that, because what if this or that, and Fuck Eric in the A factors 
in there somewhere, because it always does, but also it is so hard being a man these days 
because you have teenager daughters sucking people's blood and psychic girlfriends 
roaming around being psychic, and now Eric is telling him what to do, which is supposed to 
be his bossy-ass job, and it's just very hard. 


"Eric is strangely intense about all this," Bill worries: "It's not like him." WHAT? Because 
Eric is usually so affable and chill and not strangely intense about, like, everything? 


Sookie tells him to shut up about Eric and how she's a grown-ass woman who has the deal 
with Eric, and refrains politely from pointing out that Bill is the parsley on this particular 
meal and invited himself along, because she's a nice girl-slash-woman, and then they stare 
into each other's eyes and grasp at each other's hands for about a year, because that's how 
they roll, because they're hilarious. | assume, although we do not see it, that at some point 
Bill starts whining again, and I'm guessing she fucks him at that point, because come on. 
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Arlene, on top of being the usual bitch to Daphne that she has decided to be, is rubbing it in 
watching her do all her prep work from last night, since she was all apron-whipping excited 
to go to the orgy, and Terry comes in being all hands-offy with Arlene because... Who knows 
why Terry does the things he does, but I'd imagine Arlene in the AM is a sobering experience 
regardless of what you've been through. Daphne asks him to help make the iced tea, and 
Arlene yells at him not to -- all the while pulling this "I'm just thinking about your future as 
aserver" bullcorn -- and eventually he just wigs out and runs away talking to himself, and 
Arlene, eventhough she was the instigator, is like, "You BROKE TERRY!" and runs off to 
bother him some more. Sam appears to flirt with Daphne, and the couples meander around 
the point for awhile before the door opens and it's Lafayette. And of course, because they 
love him and it's been a month, the whole room sort of exhales at once. 


Sam takes Lafayette back to his office to discuss his sudden disappearance, but the 
undertone from word one is that it's going to be one of those Sookie/Sam conversations 
where he storms around for three minutes and rants for a bit and then gives you a hug. 
Which is what happens, essentially, with Sam's whole rant turning intoa "because | love 
you and | was worried" sort of vibe, but Lafayette is still totally PTSD and can't even meet 
his eyes, just humbly asks for his job back. Which scares, pardon me, the shit out of Sam, 
because that is not Lafayette behavior. But Lafayette's not talking. 


These people. Almost any TV show, at some point you realize the whole problem is personA 
not talking to person B and solving the mystery/interpersonal conflict, and that's where TV 
shows come from. But man, if this whole show just sat down it would be so easy: 


"| saw/fucked/became a bizarre creature, that's why | was acting so weird before." 
"OMG me too! That's totally why | was acting weird!" 
"It was all for nothing. How funny! Once again, communication has saved the day." 


Gabe and Sarah are driving a swank golf cart, chasing the future terrorists down a country 
road, and Gabe's screaming at them these scenarios about how they are out of ammo and 
five hungry vampires are chasing them. One chubbo drops on his face and Jason, of course, 
tries to get him up, but no go. Luke, also of course, taunts the guy for awhile about what a 
loser he is before running to catch up with the group, and Jason -- under the watchful eyes 
of Sarah and Gabe -- tries to get the guy up and on his feet again, but to no avail. Imaginary 
vampires, no joy. Jason yells at Luke to pace himself, and Luke awesomely goes, "This ismy 
pace! Whoo!" Man, Luke is going to die something terrible. | mean, a vampire is going to kill 
the shit out of that guy. But it's nice to have him here while we do, even if I'm personally 
more concerned about the lack of Dirk in this episode. 
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Tara comes downstairs into Gran's kitchen and guess who is there humming and cooking up 
the usual cornucopia of outrageously giant and numerous fruits and vegetables. Tara's like, 
"The fuck?" and Maryann subtly explains that she and Karl and Eggs are going to be living 
there now, with Tara and Sookie. Tara tells her back that train up, but Maryann reminds her 
of how she totally said last week about how "you'd do it for me" and now it's coming true, 
and also that they've been having fun all living together. Creepy-crawling, 
Sookie-scratching, pig-punching, dirt-eating cake-fucking giant-spliffing family fun. 


Apparently that gorgeous house made out of gingerbread and Greek mosaics actually 
belonged toa "client" of Maryann's, who has returned from Peru. | think said client is "your 
magical imagination," but we shall see. Tara stands her ground even when Maryann turns 
her pouting engines up to eleven and eventually runs out barefooted into the garden to 
weep and have sadness. 


Eggs is, characteristically, playing the guitar in the kitchen, and when Tara says about 
Maryann inviting herself and her culty friends to come live there, he gets all excited. It goes 
downhill from there and Tara starts calling them "Bedouins," with a disgust in her tone that 
makes me think she thinks that's another word for "gypsies." Eggs says they are neither, 
they area family, and the reality is that Tara is part of that family and that they love her and 
want to take care of her, even if it means killing all her friends and throwing away birthday 
presents and squatting in her house and having orgies. Tara says that they are lunatics and 
he's like, "You're just saying that because your history is so fucked up that you have no idea 
what family is." Which is close enough to telling her that this is all her fault, which she 
believes anyway, so she's about halfway to letting them stay from that shit alone. 


Bootcamp Gabe is super mean to Luke, who is too gigantic to get over this fence, which they 
are training to do... In case Jesus ever needs something on the other side of a fence? | mean, 
what the fuck is wrong with these people? | make dumb as shit decisions on a constant 
basis, but | think | would still notice myself becoming a terrorist. Jason loves the mile anda 
half up Luke's ass that Gabe likes to occupy, and there is much screaming, but then when 
the screaming starts to be about another one of these motivational scenarios Gabe likes so 
much -- Luke's family being slaughtered by vampires and buckets of blood on just the 
other side of the fence -- Jason starts to get freaked out, because of how nearly everybody 
he ever loved, or even liked, in his whole life was murdered in the last month, to the point 
where toward the end he was meeting people and falling in love with them like mere 
minutes before their murders. Sometimes in front of him, sometimes in bed while he was 
sleeping. 
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So Luke's rolling around in the dirt crying because of the shame, and the Jesus, and the 
imaginary slaughters, and Gabe starts with this whole thing in Jason's face about how it's 
"up to him" and show us what a real leader would do, and then Jason does the totally Jason 
thing that Jason will always do, because Jason is awesome, which is to climb to the top of the 
fence like a spider monkey, grab Luke, toss him over it, and then hop down praising Jesus. 
Man, now even Gabe sort of wants to fuck him. Gabe and Sarah hold hands and talk about 
how dreamy he is, and Luke can't decide whether to be sad or scared or jealous or what. 


Godric's house is gorgeous, but very California. In it are his two lieutenants, the gorgeous 
Isabel and the gorgeous Stan, who have various cartoony accents. Stan is upset because Eric 
hired a human, Isabel is upset that Stan's been on the prowl and out of pocket, Billis pissed 
because he is Bill, Eric is pissed because OMG Godric. Sookie is pissed... Essentially because 
everybody else is pissed. 


Stan is wearing all-black and is basically like a cowboy, which is only okay because he is 
naturally hot but on the surface is very much that "modern douche" fauxhawk cowboy 
fashion thing. Heis certain that Godric was abducted by the Fellowship of the Sun, but 
Isabel thinks that's ridiculous because they are hillbillies. Stanis all about killing the FOTS, 
but Isabel points out that if an anti-vampire cult where massacred, somebody might think 
the vampires did it. She is wearing all-white and looks like the wife of a drug kingpin. Sookie 
wants everybody to remember she exists, so she tells them a bunch of times how totally 
psychic she is. She should have t-shirts printed with her HUGE SECRET on them. 


Stan says that's dumb because they should just kill them, which is like Stan's entire theme 

song. Isabel says that Godric is too awesome for Stan to use as an object lesson in whatever 

dick-measuring thing Stan's up to. Isabel doesn't have much of a point except that Stan is 

wrong. Which is valid. Eventually Eric throws a hissy fit and tells them that they are both 

assholes, and what about his woobie Godric, and they tell him to chill out and stop being 
Pe 


such a whiner about it. Sookie gets attitude about being referred to as Eric's "puppet," and 
Bill says they need a better plan. 


Stan: "I have a plan!" 
Isabel: "It's not a plan, it's a movie." 
Stan: "It's not a movie, it's a war." 


So yeah, that pretty much covers how this is going to go down, | think. Ericis overwhelmed 
and shit with his heart and the love and the sadness and the fear and yearning, so he walks 
away to be with his feelings. 
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Sarah and Steve are having some kind of fight that mirrors the vampires, again, and this one 
is about how Steve feels like she's undermining him somehow, but she has a point that he 
and Gabe are keeping secrets from her about something. Specifically, something that 
doesn't care for, and which she thinks is "going too darn far." It's interesting because their 
cult/terrorist aims are all mixed up with their relationship stress which is all mixed up with 
their family business stress. It's like what if the Gosselins were likeable. 


Jason comes around the corner looking like the concept of wifebeaters was invented for this 
precise day, and they both light up. Sarah turns on the bright lights about how Jason was 
"such a warrior" and Steve's giant fake smile could light up the universe, and then he takes 
Jason off into the house and barks at Sarah to back off, so she gets mad and hangs around in 
a foyer and decides -- if you pause it you can see the exact moment she decides this -- to 
fuck the hell out of Jason Stackhouse. Meanwhile Steve's like, "I'm going to show you 
something that very few people have seen." My penis! 


Steve hoots about how he can "almost understand" why "some people" believe in divorce. 
Jason doesn't get it, he's like, "But you got Sarah!" And Steve's like, "I'm just kidding!" Um, 
okay. Then he throws open this door, revealing a motherfucking armamentarium, and they 


both go little-boy apeshit about the flame throwers, and the throwing stars, and the 
bazookas large and small, machetes up top, the whole thing, and Jason's trying desperately 
to keep up with Steve's thought processes, and it's like a little boy watching his dad work on 
acar and pretending to know how cars work. So Steve talks about how arrows are like 
wooden stakes that travel at 324 feet per second of the Lord's awesome velocity and they're 
ordering a guillotine for next week and it gets powerfully musky in that little room and their 
boners are like, "Amen." 


Maryann and Karl drive up outside Merlotte's and she does magical troublemaking, which 
sounds like Bill glamouring somebody alittle bit. Inside, Arlene is being rude to some 
seriously unfortunate patrons, who are then rude to each other while she's at the bar being 
rude to Tara, to whom Sam is also being rude. Then Daphne and Arlene start bitching at each 
other, and Lafayette comes into yell at Tara, and Terry joins in, and it's like this bacchanalia 
of petulance, and finally Tara suffers a breakdown and just stares into space and thinks 
about quitting, and out in the parking lot Maryann's like, "...And we're good." 
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Jason is taking a bath in a huge tub in a huge bathroom under a huge statue of three people 
fucking each other, in aclassy statue way, and he hears somebody come in and tells them to 
go away, but it's Sarah, who locks the door and then comes and sits down by the tub, scaring 
the pee out of him, and then she offers to wash him -- you know, like friends do -- and talks 
about how Mary Magdalene used to dry Jesus's feet with her hair, which the way she 
describes it does seem awfully neighborly, but not as neighborly as a handjob, which Sarah 
produces immediately after a five-second loofah rubdown of his right arm and nipple, with 
the following explanation: "I think that after all your trials, heartache and pain... God wants 
you to have a reward. Let me reward you, Jason!" Mostly it's just sad. 


Stan's still ranting about exterminating the human race, and Isabel points out the federal 
government will bomb them back to the Middle Ages, which Stan professes to miss, which 
causes Isabel to suggest he go back to Romania and live ina cave, and calls hima "ranchero 
poser," so at least somebody's playing attention. So far | like her. Of course, it's been mere 
moments since Eric's last temper tantrum, so he smashes a vase and yells at them about 
how Godric is so awesome, and Godric's dad can beat up your dad, and Godric hasa 
convertible that he will one day let Eric drive, and Godric says he's gonna take Eric fishing 
one of these days, and whatever. 


Sookie finally stands up and screams, "Somebody tried to kidnap me from the airport!" 
because all eyes on Sookie, and they discuss how that means there's a traitor in the Dallas 
vamp scene, because Godric's people were the only ones who knew they were coming. Stan 
and Isabel finger each other for that one, and Sookie yells at them more and tells everybody 
to calm down, because her new retardo plan is to join the cult and be psychic on them until... 
They figure it out and decide to murder her ass. Stan and Bill think this is dumb, Isabel 
thinks it's smart, and Eric... Just seems to really enjoy endangering Sookie. 


As Stan puts on his pouty little pristine cowboy hat and bounces, Isabel prods Sookie about 
her interracial relationship and Bill whisper-yells at Eric about how Sookie was just clawed 
by a mysterious bull-man and now sheis in Dallas, which is worse, so why is Eric so 
"strangely intense" about Godric? Because Viking flashback! Deal with that! 


So these two bloody Vikings are helping Eric, who is more covered in blood than they are. 
They finally drop him on the ground, but they are having trouble accepting that he's going 
to die, because even in life he was this badass superhero. So then one of them comes up with 
this brilliant plan of doing a full Viking funeral, with meat and gold and beer. "And ladies?" 
asks one of them, and Eric's like, "Wherever | am, there will always be women." Big funny, 
everybody laugh, they build a funeral pyre and stick him on it with his sword and his shield 
and his hair needing conditioner in the Viking days of old. 
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Later on, they realize they are in the middle of a forest which is kind of on fire, and they 
don't know any ladies or any other Vikings, and it's the year 1009 so they can't even text 
some 5s to come get them out of this sausage party situation they've created, so then it just 
becomes standing around and waiting for Eric to die, which is not that festive. Or that 
interesting. Suddenly there is a sound, and then both of their Viking necks get slashed to 
fuck, and on top of the funeral pyre is Eric and on top of Eric is this, like, Peter Pan kid with 
dreads and tribal (but not that kind) tattoos and blood dripping down his chin. 


Ericis like, "Are you Death?" and the kid nods, and he is very beautiful, and very intrigued 
by Eric in a concrete way. "But you're just a little boy!" Not exactly true. Eric bitches weakly 
at him for killing his Viking buddies, and it makes the kid laugh, and he gets kind of 
starry-eyed like, "| have been watching you do Viking Wars for like weeks, you are awesome 
at fighting!" Eric says that, if he were not dying, he would totally fight the kid, and the kid 
laughs, baring his fangs: "I know! It's beautiful!" So Eric asks why they're just dicking 
around here, and Godric gets super nervous and first-datey out of nowhere and almost 
hyperventilates. 


"Could you be a companion of death? Could you walk with me through the world? Through 
the dark? I'll teach you all | know. I'll be your father, your brother, your child." He's basically 
begging, which is an awesome parallel to how Bill was turned, which was just kind of mean 
and rapey, and this is more like, "I like you, do you like me? Check one." Eric's fading fast, 
but not fast enough that his Ericness is going anywhere: "What's in it for me?" Godric says 
that it's what he loves most, life, and Eric sort of gurgles that word and starts to die, so 
Godric pops fang and jumps on him, and that's the story of how Eric joined VAMBLA. Back in 
the real world, of course, there's no time for Viking flashbacks, so Eric sums up that Godric 
was his maker, and Bill is taken aback, because Eric is so weird about that stuff he won't 
even say his mother's maiden name out loud in case the hackers are listening. 


| love when Sam wears brown. That's all | really have to say about this scene, in which he and 
Daphne clean up the bar after whatever rage orgies went down, and eventually they start 
making out, and talk about oh it's amazing when | turn into an animal, because it's like 
sparks all over my skin and in my genitals, and then it's animal Christmas, and they climb 
onto the pool table with a thrice-deadly pun fight that | won't dignify, and just when you 
think they're totally going to turn into a dog anda deer and you'll see 

something truly amazing, it's just regular fucking. Although since it's Daphne and Sam, her 
scars are totally livid and gross looking, and his hair is still like, "What." 
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Back to the hotel, where Sookie gets ready for Bothering Bellboy Barry Part III, but the girl at 
the front desk tells her Barry quit earlier. Which makes Sookie incredibly sad, if you look 


closely, because again: she's been looking for Barry her whole life, and not only did he diss 
her, but she threw his game significantly enough that the one place where he could even 
eke out an approximation of real life was no longer a safe place for him. Whichis sad, but 
still sadder for lonely Sookie, because like, fuck me for even trying. You know? 


Tara comes home after the worst day EVER, and Maryann is at her kitchen table doing a 
record number of fucked-up things at once, reading Heartsick, which continues the heart 
theme in this season and particularly this episode, but is about a serial killer who poses as a 
therapist to manipulate and eventually subsume the weak, and wearing Gran's dress, witha 
lace dickie and the whole thing, and Adele's song starts playing, and she gets all tender and 
shit, like, "Even though you're kicking me out and I'm the only person who will ever truly 
love you, that is so totally cool that | cooked all your favorite foods and stocked the fridge 
because | love you so, so much, in this house, wearing this dress, lurking around." 


Tara tells her not to go, and Maryann is truly touched, and tells her she is good to Tara 
because she needs it so much, and because it makes her bloom like a flower, and Tara tries 
to believe that and bloom like a flower despite everybody in her Merlotte's family turning 
on her simultaneously, and goes upstairs and climbs in bed with Eggs, who despite having 
been thrown out of the house six hours ago has decided to lounge about reading a novel 
shirtless in some leather pants on the off chance that Maryann would beguile Tara into 
letting them stay. It's always fun when terrible shit happens to Sookie because you can see 
her asking for it from a mile away, but man, Tara. Get a fucking clue already. 


Even though Sookie's going to join a paramilitary cult in the morning as a double agent in 
the war between vampires and humans, Bill still manages to make it about himself and his 
many many torments. Tonight's round is about how shitty "they" (meaning Stan 
essentially, although Fuck Eric is probably a factor in there again) were being -- 
"Despicable, vicious, petty, vile creatures" -- but once again, that's all in Bill's mind: They 
were trying to put their family back together. Just like everybody else. 
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Sookie hands Bill more of that racist shit about how he's the good one, and so well-spoken, 
and acredit to the undead, and totally not like them, and he loves that shit and eats it witha 
spoon like always, and he begs her to come back to Bon Temps with him like right now. | 
wonder how far Hoyt's gotten through that comic book in the last twenty-four hours. 
Sookie tells him to stow it because she has a deal with Eric, and assures him that she will be 
in and out of the terrorist cell "easy-peasy" and then once again tries to fuck him into 
submission. But because it's Bill, he's like, "Don't feel like we have to fuck just because we 
always do, because that's how paternalistic I'm feeling right now," and she assures him 
she's not fucking him as like, a favor, and he goes, "Then what do you want, Sookie? Say it." 


Ugh. Listening to Bill try to talk dirty is like watching a gangbang at a Star Trek convention. 
So they're fucking, and then meanwhile in slow-motion Lorena comes around the corner in 
the hotel hallway, and listens to their very verbal sex that Jessica can officially totally hear, 
which is so gross, and her fangs pop out, and | guess Lorena's back, looking really lovely and 
wearing an awesome dress. Anything that makes her look less like the plainest sister ina 
Chekov production withTripplehorn and Marcia Gay Harden works for me. But since 
reinventing her as Sarah Palin would be too much on the nose, no matter how hilarious it 
would be, | just hope her accent has at least fucking mellowed. The idea of entire scenes of 


Billand Lorena torturing English confederately at each other makes me want to greet the 
sun, if y'all know what Ah'm sayin’. 


Next week: Why's Lorena in Dallas? Sookie joins a cult! Tara hosts more orgies probably! 
Lorena's all over Bill! Sarah wants a divorce! Plus Pam! 


MARS & THE REAL GIRL 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 2 | Episode 6 | Aired on 07.26.2009 


Hard-Hearted Hannah - The whole town of Bon Temps gathers ‘round the fire, while Hoyt makes a break 
for it and Sookie once again engineers her own kidnapping. 


Sookie poses with Isabel's human lover Hugo as an affianced couple and try to join the 
Fellowship of the Sun. Due to the mole in the vampire camp, the Newlins see them coming 
from a mile away and toss them in the basement, where somewhere Godric also is. Bill can't 
run to her rescue, because Lorenais in Dallas -- at Eric's explicit invitation -- being all "Ah 
am yore Maker" and holding him back. There are also some B-A-N-A-N-A-S flashbacks to 
their lives together as faux-French swinger/vampires in 1926 Chicago that... Well, frankly, 
they must be seen to be believed. Turns out the only thing more excruciating than Lorena's 
regular fake accent is her double-fake French accent. 


Jason and Luke build a gibbet for the crucifixion and photodecomposition of a vampire, 
again presumably Godric. Meanwhile, we see some peaks and troughs in Sarah's affect, first 
with a bitchy AM interaction with Jason and Luke, and then in a manic PM episode where we 
come to find God wants her to fuck Jason in the chapel and then tell Steve all about it. 
Mysterious ways! Oh, and Steve's plan is revealed: he wants a war as bad as Vampire Stan 
does, which is what all of this has been heading towards. 


Maxine turns off Hoyt's phone, thinking Jessica is a late-calling floozy, but he informs her 
that his girlfriend is a vampire and drives all night to be with her in Dallas. Lafayette has a 
nervous breakdown when Andy comes sniffing around about Miss Jeanette's murder, but 
Terry saves him with kind words and PTSD experience. Then he nearly loses it again, when 
Pam shows up with word from Eric that Lafayette will be going back to dealing V, for 
unexplained reasons. Meanwhile the rest of Bon Temps -- and you will never believe this, 
but -- let's just say there's an orgy. 


Maryann shows her not-so-sweet side after a broken water heater delays her morning 
shower, and Tara drags Eggs out of town to get a replacement part. Halfway there, he starts 
feeling mysterious vibes and leads Tara to arandom campsite where the Blair Witch once 
had a keg party, apparently. Much import is placed upon this mysterious shit, but since Eggs 
can't remember ever being there before except for how he was, nothing comes of it yet. The 
kids return to Sookie's a bit worse for wear, and walk in ona seriously scary orgy of straight 
fucking, with a whole rhythm section of many nations. After a few shocked faces, Tara and 
Eggs shrug and join the black-eyed grunting crew. 


Overjoyed to finally be in the company of another shapeshifter, Sam takes off the afternoon 
to go running around in the woods in his doggy form, with Daphne as a giant pig. Whom 
Andy recognizes, and which is apparently Daphne's go-to shape. And yes, that does mean 
she's totally Maryann's creature, which we confirm when she tricks Sam into attending said 
orgy, delivers him into the cult's hands, and then places a giant minotaur mask on the 
vibrating Maryann's head, the better to hunt Sam down in the forest and | guess ritually gut 
him. 


Want more? The full recap starts right below! 


Eric's in the lounge at the Hotel Carmilla trying to get it up fangwise for this blood hooker, 
but he can't get into it, and he's just sort of staring into the middle distance until she goes, 
"That's it, baby," and he finally just gives up and shoves her away. "Baby? am over a 
thousand years old." He whines that he's not really into "feeding on the willing," andina 
conciliatory way the woman offers to pretend she doesn't totally want him feeding on her, 
and he makes her promise she's convincing, and as Lorena arrives the woman's like, "Stop. 
Get off me. You sick bloodsucking bastard." He ignores this business altogether, and just 
feeds already, but when Lorena arrives he feels her and holds up a finger, having lost his 
vampire boner for good. Blood hooker grabs her cash and takes off, grinning when he says 
she might as well tell her pimp she was great, and then thanks Lorena for answering his 
invitation. 


Surprisingly, Bill and Sookie are fucking and pretending they're on vacation, because that's 
all they do this season, when somebody knocks on the door. It's Isabel, still in that white 
dress from Godric's house with a human guy named Hugo whom Isabel explains is Hers. Bill 
and Sookie graciously put on bathrobes and he microwaves a couple TruBloods, then the 
two couples have a seat. Sookie reads Hugo's mind and he's stone crazy in love with 

Isabel: Forever and not just my forever your forever and forever and forever.... You might think 
at some point somebody would point out how ridiculous Sookie's latest plan is, but no: 
Isabel's there to offer Hugo as acompanion, because as she points out, "People of the 
church, they have a way of not trusting awoman when she's absent a man." Sookie agrees, 
because remember how she didn't have a man before Bill, but now she has Bill, and 
schmooby-schmoo he rubs her back and pulls a quarter out of her ear and whatever. Isabel 
and Hugo, one presumes, barf. 


Eric cracks a joke about giving Lorena the room next to Bill and Sookie's, which sounds like a 
little bit of hell for everybody, and finally admits that Bill has something he wants. That's 
what he says. Lorena's totally grossed out -- "His human?" -- but Eric knows Sookie's not 
exactly that either. And anyway, shut up and do what Eric says, because isn't Lorena still 
totally in love with Bill? And isn't Bill still slightly in love with Lorena because she's his 
Maker? Eric's like, "!am still as fiercely devoted and loyal to my Maker as | was during that 
Viking flashback, because Godric is not only my two thousand-year-old Maker, but also a swell 
guy and the most wonderful player of video games I've ever seen, can play better two 
thousand-year-old basketball than men twice his height such as myself, saw Velvet 
Underground at CBGB's like a million times, and has met Anderson Cooper. Who told him he was 
dreamy." Lorena's all, "I will see your queerbutt Viking flashback, and | will raise you a truly 
gaywad speakeasy flashback. Picture it: Chicago, 1926..." 
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Billis grey of skin and singing the title song with his dorky head thrown back and some kind 
of idiotic vaudevillian accent and it's just too difficult to even watch. And if you thought 
Lorena's atrocious accent was unbearable in the here and now, let me introduce you to 
Faviana and Guillaume Olivier, who are the people Bill and Lorena are pretending to be. 
They're French, so they're like totally over conventional mores and Prohibition and not 
being totally creepy and stupid. She's all bisexual and weird and he's all rapey and he's so 
dapper and she's a flapper and whatever. | wonder if Faviana and Guillaume are characters 
they played a lot back then, or just did it at this one lame party. 


Anyway, Faviana suggests the lame people that threw this lame party -- Who are so Jazz 
Age you can smell the brilliantine, like his name's "Sidney" and he bought his little lady a 


beautiful necklace to get out of one "whopper" of a fight, and it's just offensive. This whole 
thing is so fucking stupid, not least because Lorena makes me want to claw my own eyes out 
but also because what, like they're all going to start doing the Charleston on the wing of a 
biplane with bathtub gin martinis and saying "you really know your onions, kid" and 
"twenty-three skidoo" and whatever. Tim Curry and Bernadette Peters stealing orphans. | 
mean, what's the point of doing a flashback if it's just flashing back to somebody else's 
cheesy Xeroxed memory of a memory of a lie that didn't exist in the first place? It's likea 
junior varsity football player's diorama of Atlantic City -- that they do some lame swinging, 
and the guy is like, "Let's ankle, baby vamp" or whatever, because he's gross, and the 
choice bit of calico with the necklace gets all bicurious, because welcome to flappers. And 
the whole time Guillaume's going the full Peter Allen Ish Kabibble over at the piano, and it is 
all. Wet. Then he comes over and flirts with the lame people, and he and Faviana keep like 
winking and nudging and eyebrowing at each other, as if we might forget for one second 
that they are giant drama queen vampires who are going to fuck and eat these people, and 
generally Chicago Bill is just as hilarious as Bon Temps Bill, but this time by being "sexy" in 
slow-motion instead of crying and bossing people around endlessly like he does now. 


Sam and Daphne are all post-coital on the pool table talking about her horrible scars all over 
her back, and she's like, "Craziest thing. | was running around the woods in the form of an 
animal and something grabbed me -- possibly the late '90s acid-jazz doucheband 
Jamiroquai -- and then | was almost ina coma, but now|'m fine. But enough about me, let's 
talk about your self-hating lack of shapeshifter pride, and how you should really love 
yourself and stop being so whatever, because this is a post-vampire world we're living in, 
and you aren't alone anymore, and you can trust people and let them in because life is for 
the living." Basically, the three things Daphne always says? She says them, all in a row, 
while naked. Honey, you lost me talking about what we were "put on this big ol' round ball 
to do," because nobody fucking says that or would ever say that, and it's embarrassing. 


Over at Sookie's it is kind of arough morning because there's something wrong with the 
water heater, so the carnies that have infiltrated are trying to deal with basic shit and get it 
fixed. Eggs is mainly hitting things with a wrench and pretending to work, Karl is giving 
Maryann her morning foot-lick, and Tara's on the phone actually fucking doing something 
and apologizing that the place Maryann's squatting in and emotionally blackmailing Tara 
for doesn't have more modern plumbing fixtures. Maryann is inno mood for anything even 
resembling shenanigans, because if she doesn't get her morning shower in five seconds, 
she's going to komodo everybody, and it's sort of really scary. Eggs and Tara finally locate a 
part in another town, and Maryann screeches and yells but finally lets them both drive there 
to get it, and when they're gone she makes this hilarious sound, like tsk-augh that really 
sums up where she's at right now. 


Luke and Jason have been summoned to a side yard at the main Fellowship of the 
Megachurch building, where Sarah is being amazing. Jason is all terrified because of the Holy 
Handjob from last week, and assumes that Steve is going to kill him or generally act like a 
disappointed authority figure, but Steve's all excited because he wants the boys to built a 
big platform, the better on which to crucify Godric so they can all watch him "meet the sun" 
tomorrow morning, which excites Luke who has read about this on the internet. 


None of which is that interesting, because OMG Sarah Newlin is so goddamn intense in this 
scene that it's magical. Her whole body, like, shakes with hardcoreness and she keeps telling 
Jason to buck the fuck up and remember that our Lord Jesus Christ was a carpenter and to 
get a life and stop acting guilty and weird and shifty and staring at her wedding-ringed 


handjobbin' hand like it's going to attack at any moment. It's like... Imagine you had a 
really bad hangover, and you got into a fight with like your boss. You know how your lips can 
sometimes wiggle in that circumstance, like you're about to cry, but you're actually just 
really angry so the wiggly lip just makes you angrier? That's Sarah's entire body right now. 
It's remarkable. She does for post-handjob remorse what Hoyt and Jessica do for true love 
you can believe in. 


In the bar at Hotel Carmilla, Hugo has just figured out that Sookie is annoying as hell. He 
gives her a wedding ring and she dorks out, and he asks her to be subservient to him while 
they pretend to be married, and he asks her to think about being a big anti-vamp racist, and 
she dorks out some more. She explains: "Hugo, | don't just hear the things hateful people 
say. | hear the things that are so hateful that hateful people don't even want to say them out 
loud!" Then, because their deadly mission just isn't about her as muchas it rightfully should 
be, she turns the conversation to how he's dating Isabel, which Sookie of course sees asa 
metaphor for her relationship with Bill. 


"It's funny, but whenever Bill and me fight, even as I'm screaming and I'mso mad! don't 
think I'm ever going to stop, somehow in the middle of all that, | know that we're both 
fighting for our relationship. For each other. We're fighting to stay together." Blech. You 
deserve each other so fucking hardcore that | don't really think you have to try that hard, 
but let's explain to Sookie that she's trying too hard and see how that works out, shall we? 


Hugo explains then that it's his wish to become a vampire at some point, but Isabel is not 
feeling that because then how would she fetishize him, and Sookie hilariously goes, "Is that 
a thing that people actually do?" Hugo explains that in fifty years Sookie will be fat and ugly 
and walking around onacane, while Bill will still be... Bill. There are NO winners in that 
scenario. Sookie makes lemonade: "Now, if | die today, who cares? I'll never have to feel old 
and unloved, and unwanted!" Hugo doesn't know from Sookie Logic yet, but that is a great 
intro. 


"Bitches, don't you know that sarcasm and cold water do not mix?" Eggs and Tara laugh, 
driving down the sunny road in Maryann's convertible, so you know something terrible is 
going to happen, because God forbid Tara spend one second smiling, and then Eggs starts 
feeling these mysterious vibes and eventually leads her off the road and into the mysterious 
dark forest where he's never been before. He looks really lost, and I've been saying for 
awhile that | trust Eggs, because if anything he's just the possible future of Taraasa 
Maryann person, which is not that bad -- but also not as good as not being ina cult -- but it 
never occurred to me to feel one way or the other about him. 


| mean, Take Off Your Fucking Shirt is not an emotion. So this is the first time I've felt an 
affection for him as aman, separate f 
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rom Tara, or like I've felt like | had anything invested in him, which is funny because how fucking silly is this scene? 
Slash-storyline? It's literally the plot of Blair Witch 2: Book Of Shadows, which is not a movie | would normally admit to 
having seen, but then, you wouldn't think the show would either, and yet here we are. 


Terry's bussing a table and Arlene pops up once again to romance him, scaring the shit out 
of him and saying all mysteriously, "I just got off the phone, and | got a surprise lined up for 
you..." Um, let me take a wild stab here and say that it's an ORGY. Because see here's the 


thing, it's not a surprise, per se, when you had an orgy last night and an orgy the night 
before that. At some point it stops being a surprise, and starts being what you do. Plus, Iraq 
vet Terry's like, "Hey, remember how! don't like surprises?" Arlene is hilarious, with this 
"come with me to the casbah" kind of sexy-lady vibe: "I just happen to be an extremely 
mysterious woman." She's hilarious, he's terrified. What's mysterious about Arlene is how 
such a lovely woman can look like such ground-beef ass so much of the time. But I do like 
how, even as deeply wrong and obnoxious Arlene is, they throw in these little scenes to 
remind us that she's also sort of adorable. 


Also adorable: Daphne, fucking up orders again, some more; this time with Maxine 
Fortenberry and her Sparkle Motion friend, | don't know if we know her name. Maxine says 
probably it's better that Daphne suck as a waitress, because the very best Merlotte's 
waitresses tend to get murdered in their beds. "You are so bad, Maxine!" says Sparkle 
Motion, and Maxine shoves like an entire okra in her face, and then Andy comes brushing 
through to harass Lafayette in the kitchen about how he vanished for a few weeks and has 
now lost his "pizzazz." (Again: adorable, like with Arlene, but I'm almost close to tears at 
this point whenever Andy shows up, because | know he'll just be sad and make that cute sad 
face.) Lafayette claims to have been ona gay cruise -- certainly not cutting the heart out of 
any forest witches -- and Andy yells, "You weren't on any gay cruise! You would have come 
back with more pizzazz, not less!" 


Terry, who's been near the back door watching this go on, finally steps forward, but it's too 
late: Andy's offered to lock Lafayette up at the station, which sends Lafayette scurrying off 
into a crazy spiral where Andy's suddenly wearing Eric Northman's face, shouting at him 
about this and that, and Terry finally throws his considerable bulk between his cousin and 
Lafayette and yells at him that when they played cops and robbers as kids, at least Andy 
made his arrests with dignity, and now he's just being mean, plus he's not even a cop 
anymore, and the shivering fetal ball of fear that was Lafayette a second ago is neither a 
suspect or a flight risk, so fuck off. 


Of course, merely stringing that many words together has Terry nearly crying too, so now 
you've got three people in that room who are barely fucking holding it together, and it's 
awesome and pathetic -- | mean, poor everybody -- but not as awesome/pathetic as Andy 
saying, "I'm sorry, Mr. Reynolds" before leaving. Then Terry hunkers down and pulls 
Lafayette into his arms and holds him until he stops crying, trying to teach him howto 
negotiate the trauma in a way that makes sense, and it's fairly beautiful. 


Hoyt comes storming into Merlotte's and tosses his cell phone down on Maxine's table, 
because she has had it turned off, because she is terribly lonely and can't stand the idea of 
Jessica taking him away from her. | mean, there are less kind ways to say it, but that's what 
you've got, and this whole episode is about your Maker: who made you, what you want out 
of them, what they want out of you, what you give up in order to be made, or remade, and 
how you're selling yourself short thinking you need anybody else's help defining the life 
you deserve: 


Hugo wants to be avampire and can't see how that would ruin everything; Sarah Newlin 
wants to be a leader of men and can't imagine just doing it herself, so she's willing to be 
anybody's wife that she can use to realize her own ambitions; Lorena controls Bill today, and 
he went into terrible places trying to impress her eighty years ago; Eric has a slight affection 
for Godric; Eggs and Daphne and Tara don't even know what they're giving up yet, for the 


privilege of touching divinity. Jessica, in rebelling, unconsciously follows in her Maker's 
footsteps, pouring TruBlood down the sink to hit him in the pocketbook just like he did Eric 
last week. Poor Jason Stackhouse is... Well, he's in the same mess he is always in, but this 
applies to him of course just as strongly as ever, because his Maker is still Amy Burley, who 
taught him to hate vampires with her left hand while teaching him to love them with her 
right. 


Hoyt worries that Jessica will think he's "like, one of those guys that never texts back," and 
Maxine protests weakly that girls like Jessica -- that call boys at all hours of the night -- are 
after money, which Hoyt points out they don't have, which sends Maxine into a Flannery 
spiral about how they're very comfortable for Sparkle Motion's benefit, and finally Hoyt's 
like, "THERE 1S AVERY GOOD REASON JESSICA ONLY CALLS AFTER BEDTIME," and then 
informs both ladies that he's dating a vampire, and stomps out looking if possible even 
taller as Maxine gasps and has vapors and the southern sympathy of Sparkle Motion 
translates itself loudly and roughly as, "I finally know what an orgasm is like." 


Sam and Daphne are flirty and cute some more at the iced tea station, but watching Sam act 
"horny" is like watching Bill act "in on the joke," in that it's sort of difficult in some ways. 
Like he's pretty believable when he's talking about how all he wants to dois "shift and run 
and play," because after all this is the first time he's met another shifter; she's his Bellhop 
Barry. And it's pretty hot, if an awkward mess of dialogue, when he tells her that if she 
doesn't go out back and take off her clothes, she's fired. But when she goes, "Meet you out 
back in two" and he grits, "Make it one," through these horny Clint Eastwood teeth, it's 
like... Right, Sam is also a dork. | forgot, because he was wearing plaid, which always makes 
him act sassier. 


Luke's trying to make up a song to the tune of "Itsy-Bitsy Spider" about the vampire 
they're going to lynch, ona burning cross, and distracts Jason long enough for him to bang 
hell out of his thumb with a hammer. And here we thought the hammering was all he was 
good for. Luke's concerned, but Jason's like, "Yeah, I'm fine. Just stupid." Both Stackhouses 
should get t-shirts with that. THANKS FOR YOUR CONCERN BUT I'M JUST STUPID. 


Jason brings up -- wearing the Ring of Honesty as he proudly does -- the whole scenario 
Luke painted the other day about Sarah just being after his "johnson," and Luke sweetly 
blows him off: "Man, that's just me being jealous! Even as it was coming out of my mouth, | 
knew God was frowning on me. Because not only do you deserve everything coming your 
way, but Sarah, if she ain't the holiest person | know, then! don't know whois!" Jason 
doesn't go there. Instead he asks if Luke's really been abstinent for the last three years, and 
Luke's like, "Other than the time | pretended to be a vampire raping you, and jizzed in my 
pants? Yes. Three long years." Jason's like, "But WHY." 


Because sex outside of marriage is asin, duh, which is why Jesus asked you out today. But 
Luke's got a whole rubric going: If you do fuck out of wedlock, you have to make sure "the 
girl you do it to" is also unmarried (Jason literally mutters to himself, "Right. Because 
adultery is bad."), because adultery is up there with incest and bestiality. Jason gets this 
great face like, "Why did you go there?" Like how gay marriage automatically makes 
Christians fantasize about marrying their dog or a Plymouth or something. Three 
Plymouths. But so even worse than those things is fucking a vam 
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pire. OR A DUDE, Luke says very seriously, pointing at him: "Or a vampire dude, that's like creme de la créme of sins." (Um, 
what about a married vampire dude?) 


Poor Jason, because you would be surprised how often this comes up with him, for some 
reason having to do with how his brain is like 45% gay vampire thoughts. But then, there's 
repentance. "God's a... He's an open-minded guy. To a point!" Luke says, hilariously, and 
Jason tries to imagine himself being abstinent, but it almost makes him pass out, so he 
sings, "Big old scary vampire/ Went to the sun to fry!" Which Luke thinks is the coolest shit, 
but what's really the coolest shit is how deliberately we're shown in this episode that Jason 
and Sookie are in the same place: there's Hugo's car now, just over Jason's shoulder. 


Up close, Sookie thinks Sarah looks "like vanilla pudding," but she's not. They get out of the 
car and Sarah welcomes them -- "Happened to be looking out the window as you were 
driving up, and | thought I'd come on out and greet you myself!" -- and she and Sookie 
gleam at each other hyperactively for about a million years, getting so aggressively friendly 
and polite -- says Sookie, "You are cute as a button!"; "You're like a cool breeze ona hot 
summer day," Sarah somehow says -- that it just ramps Sookie's native dorkiness up to 
eleven and, despite having promised to shut up and look pretty earlier, talks nervously 
without ceasing about whatever boring and awkwardly worded shit she can think of. "This 
is Rufus Dobson, my fiancé. I love saying that word. In fact, sometimes | love it so much, | 
don't even want to get married, just so! can keep on calling him it!" 


Inside Steve's office, with Luke and Jason hammering right out the window, there are WTF 
cracks appearing in Sarah's calm demeanor because Sookie is still talking. "Rufus and | 
actually met in church, but we both left, like, a month later when we realized that our pastor 
was... alittle iffy." Steve nods, hilariously: "He was a homosexual." Like, duh. Sookie's line 
here is one of the best: "We don't know that, he might have been that too." | don't know 
why, but that cracks me up. Of course, the issue was that he was into vampires' rights, and 
tolerance, and all that stuff that's even gayer than being gay. 


So as Sarah shakes her head sadly/hatefully, Steve talks about how the usual, how can you 
love something God detests, and Hugo actually tries to speak for once about how they want 
to join the Fellowship. Which is smart, because it gives Sookie time to listen to Steve's 
creepy little Gollumy thoughts (wonder how that platform's coming | can't wait to bring that 
vampire up from the basement and watch the sun do him the justice that 2000 years of living 
couldn't), and | hope if they ever make a Transmetropolitan movie that Michael McMillian is 
available to play the Smiler, because he has that shit down. 


So remember the nest last year, and how silly and OTT and cheesy those three dead 
vampires were, and we talked about how maybe it was just because they didn't have any 
other role models besides the movies? | think Bill is 85% Lorena right now, back in Chicago 
as we are, and just trying to learn how to be what he is, putting himself to the fullest 
possible use. Which is all, | think, that any conscious entity can ever hope to do. So what that 
means in this case is -- while Lorena lies in her bed at the Hotel Carmilla fondling a necklace 
she was admiring on the flapper girl earlier -- Bill chowing down on Sidney, then Lorena 
making him watch as Bill guts the flapper girl -- "say au revoir," he shouts goofily -- and 
then Lorena snaps the guy's neck, and they make out and roll around in the flapper girl's 
blood, and Bill gives her the necklace in question -- "You are so thoughtful and generous. | 
love you, William Compton!" -- and he pushes the girl around in her slippery blood, and 
then last thing she sees as she's bleeding out is Lorena fucking Bill in fifteen different 
positions, wearing her necklace. And then, of course, the internet catching fire with the 


strength of a million viewers simply shocked to learn that vampires kill people. Even 
vampires such as their imaginary boyfriend Bill Compton. 


Eggs and Tara finally happen upon an abandoned campsite that has bloody clothes and shit 
scattered around, anda rock with scary symbols, and another rock that clearly was the site 
of some serious blood ritual sacrifice, and Eggs has a total shit fit, and Tara tries to stay 
rational, but eventually the cognitive dissonance -- of having been here and never having 
been here, where something incredibly scary went down, and finding it again without 
knowing how -- just takes Eggs over, so she picks him up and takes him home. Without, | 
guess, getting the part for the water heater, which is DUMB because Maryann is SCARY. | 
don't care if you start hallucinating one of those Satan daycare gang rape false memories, 
you get your ass to Ferriday before breaking down. 


Steve calls Gabe to meet them, on the way to the sanctuary, and at the doors he's like, 
"Watch out, because... Sometimes when we open these doors, so much love comes flowing 
out it'll knock you down! If you're not ready for it!" Kind of like your dorkiness, matched 
only by Sookie's -- "We'll be sure to brace ourselves!" -- and then he opens the door 
proudly, and both the Newlins are excited to show it off. It's intensely bright, as befits the 
Fellowship, with more windows than walls. | wish | lived there. They talk about how 
beautiful it is, and Hugo starts talking about how they have to get married there, and Steve 
goes, "Hey, have either of you ever been to a lock-in?" 


Meanwhile, Sarah's freaking out -- "Steve don't bring the girl into this probably so scared she 
doesn't want to do this those vampires made her do it..." -- and Sookie's like, "Um, okay. 
Lockdown sounds great, let's go get our sleeping bags." Hugo, for some reason, is dragging 
his feet a little bit, even when Gabe's mountain of muscle shows up and Steve starts talking 
about "Wanna go see my dad's tomb and shit?" 


Andy is, of course, drinking and driving when two creatures run out in front of his car: Sam 
as a dog, and Daphneas... A giant pig. Oh, Daphne. No! I was so sure it was all a red herring! 
So of course Andy comes out yelling "PIG! HEY PIG!" and trying to catch the pig, but falls on 
his face instead. At the end of their run, they're giggly and they feel strong, and getting 
dressed he's like, "I thought you'd be a doe again," but Daphne explains that pig is her 
"go-to shift." They have a poorly written conversation in which Sam calls attention to the 
fact that Andy recognized her, so to distract him she... Sucks his dick. How Sookie of you, 
Daphne. 
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Lafayette's doing stock in the walk-in freezer when Pam appears out of nowhere, looking 
trashier than she has ever looked, with giant wrecked hair and some kind of pantsuit. "Is 
you real?" Lafayette asks, which is sort of sad. He basically spends the entire scene trying to 
climb onto the shelves with the food to get away from her, and she makes a point of going, 
"| could sleep here in a pinch," looking around the place. He asks her why they didn't just 
fucking glamour him instead of bothering him every other episode, and she points out that 
then, they couldn't use his PTSD to make him do things... Such as get back in the V-selling 
business, for reasons that are at this point unclear but obviously have to do with 
pussylover69, who's probably Gabe (if that's @gmail.com) or Steven (if it was 
@shemale.com). Either way, that is just the cutest thing. 


In the main lobby, Steve tries to get them to check out his dad's tomb, but Sookie has finally 
made her point with Hugo, who's ready to bounce. Even Sarah's like, "Um, they don't need 
to see that." Steve says two awesome things, "You can literally feel the presence of his 
spirit!" which is crazy, and the even crazier "It's the rock our church was built on! Much like 
St. Peter's tomb in the Catholic Church, only without being polluted by evil! Did you know 
that there was actually a vampire Pope back in the Middle Ages?" Gabe follows them, so 
that both couples are in this tiny anteroom, before the door to the "cell," which is actually 
just a scary flight of stairs down into the basement and, God willing, Godric's hot ass is 
banging around in there somewhere, because | want to see him without dreads. 


Sarah registers deep protest with whatever Steve's about to do, but he gets very intense on 
them, and finally he and Gabe just grab them both and wrestle them down the stairs. Of 
course, Sookie screams bloody murder -- waking Bill at the Hotel Carmilla, who is 
restrained by the randomly bedroom-lurking Lorena, with her horrible accent and the most 
poorly written dialogue of this poorly written script ("Yore blood knows maaaaahn! YewIll 
naiver physically overpower me!") -- and acts generally in a manner unbefitting a woman, 
fighting for her life like that, so obviously Steve assumes "the cunt" must be onV. At which 
word, sister, Sarah Newlin has had it. She apologizes to Sookie for what's going down, and 
peaces. 


Sookie's house in Bon Temps is a WRECK when Tara and Eggs get back (water heater 
partless, | do believe). |am taking bets on an orgy being involved. They spark up a joint for 
some reason and go out into the backyard, following a trail of clothes and wine bottles and 
no condoms whatsoever. "People are pigs," Tara says, which is funny but not as funny as 
it's about to be, and then they happen upon a truly dreadful orgy. It's not like the other 
ones, with the cake and the food and the fun times, or even like the scary times. It is 
straight-up fucking, all over the place, around a campfire while these guys play the drums 
and Maryann does her whole shaky vibrating thing. Two men share a woman, the fire builds, 
there's a giant bull's head mask, Eggs and Tara are sort of shocked, Mike takes Jane 
Bodehouse from behind while Arlene rides Terry Bellefleur, and they all grunt back and 
forth like monkeys. Maryann catches Tara's eye, and there's not half the horror you might 
think, inthem. 


Night time is the morning for Jessica, whose suite windows automatically unshutter 
themselves once the sun is down. She wakes up immediately, but her worst fears are 
confirmed: Hoyt is, after all, one of those guys who doesn't text back. She hears Bill 
pleading with Lorena in the other room, assumes it's Bill and Sookie fucking and pretending 
they're on vacation because why wouldn't you, and vengefully pours two TruBloods down 
the sink. 


Somebody knocks on the door, and it's Hoyt. Hoyt, with a bouquet of flowers he brought all 
the way from Bon Temps in his hot car, Hoyt who can't stop apologizing, Hoyt who really 
thought his mother had taken away his last chance at happiness; Hoyt who will ask if she's 
mad, and she'll just stare in wonderment at him. ("I'm so happy! could cry, but | don't want 
to, because it's really gross when | do.") She attacks the door, squeaking ina panic trying to 
get it open. | bet if this weren't a vampire hotel she'd have just ripped the motherfucker off 
its hinges, to get to him. Hoyt, who's joined her ina blissful, simple madness that the rest of 
these desperate motherfuckers keep trying to approximate, to evoke, to remember. 


If you ask me why | think Maryann is a good thing, I'll point you to "Jesus Asked Me Out 
Today," which is the other side of that coin. It's good that we got Hoyt out of Bon Temps, 
because that place is rigged to blow, but this abandon coincides too. We don't hate the rain, 
even when it's tearing down our homes, because it's just water, weather, ecology: a 
powerful force, a faceless nameless eternal force that needs to be respected. But it's also 
freedom, abandon, passions, explosions. Maxine's pressing down on Hoyt and Bill's 
pressing down on Jessica, both of them on fire and ready to blow: If the orgies area 
hurricane, then Hoyt and Jessica are the softest, hottest summer rain. It brings the green 


shoots, bursting up. And that's why Maryann is a good thing. It can't just be death all the 
time. 


Jason comes into the church, passing within a few feet of the room they've got his sister tied 
up in, and into the now-dark sanctuary, to tell Sarah and Steve the platform is ready. Sarah 
stands above the chapel, in the balcony, weeping softly to herself. Jason runs upstairs to 
check on her, and she admits that Steve is not quite the man she thought he was. "Sarah, 
your husband is a great man." Listen to Jason. This is like the nicest, smartest he's ever tried 
to be. He's being so good! "| feel bad about what we did last night too, but we can't try to 
make it easier on ourselves by blaming the victim." 


-- Page 6 -- 


Sarah straight up tells Jason that he and Luke and the other fourteen recruits aren't actually 
be trained to "defend us," they're being used to start a war. "Does that sound like a great 
man to you?" No, it sounds like Stan to me. Texas is a chessboard. 


"| thought he was, but lately I've been seeing a side of him | never did before. He's vicious, 
and he's cruel. And he uses the C-word! And he lies to me, Jason. Our marriage has always 
been a partnership, but now he's shutting me out." He wipes her tears away with his nasty 
bandanna, and smiles sweetly, trying to comfort her, but she goes right for the kiss. He 
freaks out and thinks about leaving, but she tells him a story about how since she was alittle 
girl, she's known her "calling." 


"| was put here on this Earth to be that great woman, behind her great man. And when Steve 
came into my life, | thought he was that man." She's got Jason by the lapels, shaking his 
whole body with her grip. "But now | see it clear as day: I'm supposed to be with you." She 
goes for his cock again and he jerks away, but she explains that A) she's not "really" 
married, not in her heart, not to mention that B) God called and said they're supposed to 
fuck. Jason thinks about that, apparently finds it valid, and fucks her. In church. 


Which is yucky, but... It's like, you know how much | love Sarah Newlin. And what she's 
saying is that she's got, she is sitting on, so much fucking power she doesn't know what to 
do with it, but she can't imagine a way to exercise it except through controlling a man. And | 
don't mean "control" in a misogynist way, | mean it in a powerful way. Her lightning can't 
touch the ground directly, it must be conducted. Because of her family, and her culture, and 
her teeth, and her breasts, she believes that the best she can dois be the FLOTUS and not 
the POTUS. And there's a strength in that, but a twisting too. 


It's hard enough to imagine, it's worth closing your mouth to avoid, being a ball-buster, a 
dick, a crazypants, a jerk... And I'm an affluent white male. You know? And then on the next 
level down, where | actually have some minority cards to lay down if | have to, I'm afraid of 
being too forceful in my opinions -- about gay rights, homophobia, feminism, sexism, all of 


which are part of the same experience and derive from the same Maryann place, ultimately 
-- because | don't want to be the self-righteous queer, or crying wolf about negligible 
insults and acting like I'm being oppressed while on the other side of the globe people are 
literally being stoned to death for doing normal everyday shit like, | don't know, dudes 
kissing. Ladies wearing pants. 


But even with the million fucking ways there are to feel weird about yourself that | 
personally know of, | still wouldn't EVER want to be a pretty white girl, because just opening 
your mouth is asking for it. Having any opinions at all is either A) not an option, or B) 
something you work so hard for that it ends up becoming its own pathology. Maybe Bella 
wouldn't suck so much if, instead of having to choose between Team Edward and Team 
Jacob, we had the option of choosing Team Bella. A choice she denies us, as strongly as my 
girl Heigl seems bent on doing. 


So if | can't even see my way to understanding the use of strength, without hedging every 
single bet -- if | feel guilty even trying to lead -- how much worse is it for Sarah Newlin? She 
could not only fight a war, she could win it. And she has no fucking clue, because we don't 
even have the words for that yet. 
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"| feel like/am becoming/fucking a bizarre creature, that's why | was acting so weird 
before." 

"OMG me too! That's totally why | was acting weird!" 

"| just want you to know that I still think of you the same way as | did yesterday. We havea 
lot more incommon than we don't." 

"Thank God! Once again, communication has saved the day!" 


"Bro, | totally thought it was just me. | felt completely alone." 
"I think that's just how it works." 


Daphne leads Sam down a road through the forest. You know, last year so much was made of 
the geography, Sookie's house and the Compton place being on opposite sides of the 
graveyard; I'd like to have seen this, Maryann's stuff, taking place on the other side of the 
house, away from the graveyard. Toward a river or a lake maybe. Or actually, no, this serves 
the same purpose, having it in the forest proper. | love the idea of all that overgrown, lush 
forest rubbing right up against Sookie's house like that, with the roads criss-crossing 
through it, contiguous to the places Sam runs and Terry fishes and Tara saw the pig -- and 
Miss Jeanette, and Maryann -- for the first time. Sam can hear the drums, and stops. 


"Don't be sucha nervous nelly, it's a surprise!" In her Merlotte's shirt, Daphne leads Sam 
toward the drums; he worries at it. "In my experience, no good can come from drum music. 
Follow it and all it ever leads you to is hippies and cults." She goes, "NOT THIS TIME!" 
super-intense, but also super-imprecise? Because hello, hippies and cults. Two hippies who 
are inacult, eyes black as black, appear out of the forest as she's apologizing, and drag him 
to the bonfire, where Eggs is fucking Tara with eyes black, and Arlene and Terry still 
monkey-grunting at each other, and Sam, | think appropriately, asks WTF is going on. 


Daphne goes, "It's the end of the road," which is also imprecise and just meaningless enough 
to be kind of scary, and then she ceremoniously puts the bulls-head mask over Maryann's 
head, and Karl produces a ritual knife ona tray, and Maryann begins to chant her invocation, 


and to vibrate and to cut through the air the way she does, and Sam screaming his little 
head off, and it's all very Wicker Man. 


Not that shitty misogynist one with Nicolas Cage and the bees, the real one. The one where 
the repressed, sexist Christian investigates a fertility cult, spends the entire time getting 
tempted and flirting with danger and generally being a prick, and eventually gets what's 
coming to him, essentially, for fucking with Maryann. Or as Alan Ball says, Six Feet Under was 
"about" repression, True Blood is "about" abandon. | would say, defining the limits and 
boundaries and outline of abandon. 
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More than anything, this episode reminds me of "To Love Is To Bury," thematically, because 
we've reached that halfway point, in the season, where things are breaking open -- last 
year it was Gran's funeral, which pretty much rewrote the entire direction of things -- and 
this time it's not about grieving and inaction and eating pie, but about action and passion 
and giving in, one way or the other. So another name for Maryann is Werewolf Boyfriend, if 


you look at it from that angle. It can't be Vampire Boyfriend all the time. Werewolf 
Boyfriend is just as scary, if you do it right. And can be just as beautiful. 


BABY'S GOT THE BLEEDS 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 2 | Episode 7 | Aired on 08.02.2009 


Release Me - Sookie finds Godric not a second too soon, Daphne is the exposition robot of all time, and 
Bill has yet another in a succession of bad days. 


Maryann's Sam-sacrifice goes awry after he turns into an owl and flies away, so she kills a 
bunny instead in and "starts" acting all insane and shit. Tara and Eggs wake up with zero 
memories of their frenzied orgy, just like everybody else in town and Eggs in his previous life 
as a Blair Witch castmember... 


...Which is too bad because it was like the one time Tara has ever been happy in her entire 
life. Then Daphne gives Sam a ten minute exegesis on The Problem Of Evil In Christianity 
and/or Maryann (maenad, immortal consort of Dionysus, basically God, etc.) and then gets 
stabbed all to hell by a zombified Eggs. Meanwhile, Andy Bellefleur has convinced himself 
he's either surrounded by devil worshippers or trapped in Invasion Of The Body Snatchers, 
which nobody but Sam knows are both actually true... 


...And in Dallas as well, since it turns out that the vampire traitor is not a vampire at all, it's 
Hugo. Which Isabel doesn't know yet, but considering she sees him as "a science project," 
probably won't be too broken up about it. Who is broken up is the heart of Steve Newlin, into 
a thousand million little pieces, once Hugo tells him Sookie's last name is Stackhouse, 
because now he believes Jason is an infiltrator as well. And he doesn't even know about 
Jason sleeping with Sarah, not that he'd care. So he sends Jason off to be murdered by Gabe, 
who gets the shit beat out of him and runs off to rape Sookie... 


..While Sarah is chasing down Jason, having lost her fucking mind inthe interim, and shoots 
him. Who -- considering the fact that they're assuming he's avamp-friendly spy -- has 
basically made her both a whore and arape victim, so as usual you can sort of see where 
she's coming from*, but seeing Jason shot is still not as upsetting as seeing Sookie at the 
hands of creepy Gabe, until... 


*(Meanwhile Joe R's all, "It's the times | think Sarah Newlin is for real that | get really 
scared," to which | respond, Chuck Norris just called me to say the exact same thing, 
because Sarah Newlin only has two settings: FOR REAL and GIRL FOR FUCKING REAL. | wish 
she was on the Supreme Court, | really do.) 


... The following (miles-long as per usual) list of people pitch in to once again save Sookie's 
ass: 1) Bellboy Barry, who gets her psychic 911 and tells 2) Bill, who is too busy having more 
jazz baby flashbacks and getting "the bleeds" (a symptom of staying up past the dawn) 
with the suddenly and frighteningly sympatheticLorena, who tells him this is all thanks to 3) 
Eric trying to break them up, and who chats with Isabel about her human-vamp 
relationship and then later cries real/gross tears about 4) Godric, who actually saves Sookie 
from Gabe, and is even hotter than you could possibly have imagined... 


...But not as much as Hoyt and Jessica planning to lose their virginity together, to strewn 
rose-petals and "Bleeding Love," which is so brilliant and moving and hilarious and sexy 
that we'll forgive Ball returning to the Sia well with "Day Too Soon." Either way, just 
because they're the most beautiful love story of our time, and possibly the two most 


attractive people in the universe, doesn't mean they're not going to... Die terribly or be 
otherwise forced to suffer as brutally as everybody else on the show constantly is. 


Want more? The full recap starts right below! 


Andy is still running through the woods like a crazy person, screaming after Daphne the Pig, 
and eventually falls on his face screaming "PIIIIIG!" Meanwhile, all the cultists are shouting 
Maryann's Greek chants and touching each other. Some of them have more clothes on, 
most of them don't, Daphne's loving it. Eggs has Sam face-down on a sacrificial stone not 
unlike the one from his Blair Witch moment, and Tara leans down, black-eyed. "Just give 
in," she groans, smiling widely: "It feels so good!" She licks bewildered Sam, and dances off 
back to Maryann, who's still wearing the scary bull mask. There are naked dudes' wangers 
justeverywhere. 


Andy walks in looking crazed and dirty, and he's horrified as usual, and Maryann's coming 
at Sam with her nasty claws, and when Andy fires his gun into the ground everything stops. 
Sam punches Eggs, getting free, and takes Daphne down, and peaces. They all start 
screaming, lit up with Maryann's rage. Just in pain, like children. That's what she's feeling. 
That's the smashcake thing again, Maryann denied -- any God denied -- causes ripples. 
They stomp their feet. Andy is amazed, looking at everybody he knows stripped naked and 
crying with rage and frustration; Maryann chases Sam through the forest -- "Here, Sam! 
C'mere, boy!" -- voice terrifying and hilarious and low. 


Sam looks up and sees an owl, hooting like a guide, and drops his shirt. She watches him 
shift and climb into the sky, flapping wings, and she whips off the mask like a warrior. Her 
hands become claws as she picks up his shirt in her hands. She stares up, breathing hard. 


We're now halfway through the season. All of this shit that's happened, and we're halfway 
through. Awesomely, this episode was written by Raelle Tucker, who's totally amazing, but 
also think about that: halfway. Other things of interest: | was reading up on Ariadne this 
week and was fascinated and frightened to learn that there are things | don't know. To wit: 
Ariadne is one of the great two-parters of Greek myth. We knew about Theseus and the 
Labyrinth: how the princess Ariadne spun out a ball of thread so that Theseus could come 
back out of the Labyrinth after he'd killed her brother, the Minotaur. 








What | had no idea about was Ariadne Part II, which basically goes like this: They sail away to 
get married, and on the way Theseus -- for one of many several suggested reasons -- 
abandons her pregnant ass on the beach after a party. She wakes up alone, and curses him, 
and it's a whole thing. (Theseus's dad-king dies as a result, so it's not a total loss.) 
Meanwhile, Dionysus is riding a bummer because this chick wouldn't marry him, and Eros 
goes, "Havel got the piece of ass for you." So Dionysus goes to this island, and sees her 
sleeping, and falls for her -- there's this funny line in Nonnus's epic Dionysiaca where he 
describes Dionysus explains his admiration "cautiously" to "the dance-weaving 
Bacchantes," presumably so they wouldn't just pull her head off and fuck it or drink wine 
out of it or whatever -- and they get married. He makes her a goddess, and sets her 
marriage crown in the stars: Maryadne! 
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What interests me about this is the link between the Labyrinth story and the Dionysus story, 
because of course the connection makes total sense, both for the show and generally. The 


Labyrinth is about diving down into the darkness, the confusing and scarier parts of 
ourselves, and acknowledging what we find down there. The thread of Ariadne is the way 
back, and it'll jerk you off your pedestal if you get stuck there, or think that the Labyrinth is 
the point. And then Dionysus, he's all about turning things upside down. Loss of control: the 
experience and integration of rage and lust and all the other things we use as excuses to 
hate ourselves. | think every God guards a door to the Labyrinth, just like there area million 
ways to be happy and work your shit out. Just like there are a million masks for God. 


Dionysus is interesting here, because the two people that energy is coming at are Tara and 
Sam. My theory is that Tara killing her demon, which | found so offensive last year, was the 
door that opened to Maryann. Repression, especially conscious and deliberate repression, is 
an invitation to madness, always, for the same reason we pop blisters. 


Growing up with comics maybe this is easier to do, but it's a bifocal operation, like with 
superheroes or the Endless, or the Gods of whatever pantheon really: persona and 
personality. Sense and sensibility. You have the Thing that they are, and the personality 
wrapped around it, the viewpoint. Hera's a bitch because being married is a bitch, and you 
have to fight for every piece of what you won. Aphrodite acts like a slut because the heart is 
fickle, and beauty doesn't last. Hephaestus is lame because his beauty is internal. 


"Every idea is endowed of itself with immortal life, like a human being," Baudelaire said. 
"All created form, even that which is created by man, is immortal." As much as Maryannis 
nutty and funny and scary and kind of a bitch, you have to remember always to look at her 
also as Madness, and Delight, and Delirium, and Hunger, and Singularity (nature, according 
to Baudelaire again being "nothing but the inner voice of self-interest"), and Selfishness, 
and Pleasure. If vampires are the gods of the American shadow, moving through the deep, 
then Maryann is Crossing State Lines. Some scenes she's more one, some scenes she's more 
the other, but they are both always true. And what calls to her, and offends her, and excites 
her, is repression and authority. It's why she wants Sam, on the Maryann level. But on 
another, Sam's repression calls Her into being. 
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So with Tara: You take everything scary or sad, all the pettiness and deeper shame, the fears 
and hatreds and thoughts you can't handle, and put them in that little girl, and then stab 
her? That's a straight-up evocation of, and an invocation to, Maryann. | believe that it 
brought her into Bon Temps, and | believe that it called her into Tara's heart. That's what we 
do when we're too weak to love the little black-eyed girl, or claim her as our own. When 


we'd rather see her dead than admit we were ever that powerless. 


Whether or not it worked -- and Miss Jeanette said this more than once, if Tara could have 
listened -- that leaves a giant hole for Maryann to come calling. So even as Maryann's 
facade starts to crack in this episode, | am still really grateful to her. Because the nice thing 
about science fiction or fantasy, which is to say the advantage of dealing with these 
energies directly -- as Daphne will explain -- is that you don't have to wait around or pray 
for God to show up, and fuck you up. Or to pick you up again afterward. It's already 
happening. Tara needed this, and better to have it happen in a divine setting than just to 
watch her going fuckingBrenda Chenowith on herself, which | guarantee you is what 
Maryann's saving her from. 


Andy tries to keep the peace but nobody can hear him; they mill around, moaning and 
hurting, splitting off to go home and wake up human. He spots Terry and Arlene, touching 
each other's faces all tripped out again, and when he tries to get Terry's attention, his 
cousin breaks his arm, howling triumphantly, and Arlene laughs from her belly, and they run 
off, hand in hand. And for the third time in twenty minutes, Andy's face-down in the mud 
and screaming. 


Speaking of screaming, have you met my friend Sookie Stackhouse? Because that's what 
she does, mostly. Like, right now she's screaming for Godric, yelling out the whole plan at 
the top of her lungs and begging him to come. She knows he's down there with them, 
somewhere, because of what Steve was thinking, but he's not yet shown up. Hugo tries to 
shut her up, sweating prodigiously and complaining about his terrible claustrophobia, 
which is all too real. 


Since this has nothing to do with Sookie, she immediately picks up their scary thematic 
daycare boardgames: "Jesus Christ Vampire Exterminator? Silver & Stakes? Send 'Em Back To 
Hell?" Hugo is freaking out, plus they are going to murdered, so he doesn't have time for her 
| Have A Black Boyfriend bullshit, and she finally realizes he's close to cracking, so she stares 
him in the eye and basically tries to glamour him into shutting up so she can talk about Bill 
some more. The facts are these: somebody in the nest is a traitor, probably nutsack Stan. 
Bill should have sensed Sookie's fear, so he's zooming there -- | guess more slowly than 
usual -- and when he gets there, probably things will not go his way. Because the people are 
cross-burning lynch monsters, but also because it's Bill, and don't you know things never 
ever go his way. 
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Speaking of the one million torments, Lorena spends this episode going from awful to 
awesomeat light speed. | love it when you think somebody is bad-acting, and it turns out 
they tricked you by good-acting twice as much as you thought. Like, she's so good she came 
around back to bad again, and it was very sneaky of her. But also, | believe everything 
everyone on this show says, because people rarely have their shit together enough to make 
a decent lie out of anything. And that threw me off too, because everything Lorena says is 
true and not true at the same time. Right now she's like, "Chill, baby. Sookie's just dying, it's 
okay." He wigs and cries and moans and looks gross, and she tells him he smells like Sookie: 
"Sweet... And cheap." Heh. They throw each other around the hotel room for awhile, and 
that's pretty fun, and there's lots of vampzooming around the room, and when he asks why 
she's really there, she lies and tells the truth, both at once: "I've missed you. It's been so 
long..." Aw, hell. 


Los Angeles, 1935. Bill was greyer than the Incredible Hulk wearing a stupid smoking jacket 
in like a Jazz Agey bullshitty sitting room, and reading -- as though he knew in 74 years this 
would come up -- Gods & Monsters Of Ancient Greece and looking a ponce. Lorena appeared in 
a gorgeous emerald gown, even weirder than usual because her eyebrows had vanished 
altogether, replaced by drawn-in imposters. There's a real Buffy-ness to this episode that | 
don't feel like enumerating. It's a shame writerwise, because trust your instincts please, 
they are good, but there's a seriously gameface look resulting from Lenore's lipstick and 
nasty chola eyebrows. 


Soon enough we see the situation for what it is: Bill had become something of a homebody, 
due to feeling like a fraud, which he was, and bad at being a monster, which he really is, so 


he stayed home and read old books while Lenore was out having fun and desperately trying 
to forget how badly she miscalculated him. And how could it not go wrong? She created the 
perfect husband from the clay, loving him for his kindness and gentility, and guess what: 
that's what was earning her hate now, and what she'd succeeded in getting him to hate for 
alittle while. But as my grandmother used to say, "Breeding tells." 


So Lenore put that necklace on, and went out and found herself a choirgirl just like the one 
that used to own it. The last time he really loved her, or made a good enough showing that 
she could believe she wasn't alone. She went out and found herself a choirgirl and said to 
herself, "This is the one that will bring him back to me." Like she read it ina magazine: 
"Fifty Ways To Put The Spice Back In Your Maker/Progeny Relationship, Long After It Should 
Have Died." 
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And the girl was perfect, and she brought her home. Excited, and hateful and derisive at the 
same time, begging him to play along. "Frances is in the chorus," she spit, grinning. "She 
has real talent!" She made the girl dance for him, clapped viciously as she did, witha 
hilarious Jenna Maroney mug, until he stopped the record. For the last time. "Don't mind 
him. He's in one of his moods." She was sickened by Bill's disgust as he was by her behavior, 
but underneath it she was just ashamed of herself: Bringing home some poor girl, into their 
bed, just to bring him to life again. Just so he'd wake up and bite, and feed, and love her 
again. The lengths we're prepared go to, just to be loved. He grabbed her away from the girl, 
and reiterated how he'd stopped feeding, forever. Lorena popped fang behind the 
glamoured girl's back, running fingers across her neck. If the lights were a little lower, she'd 
have been perfect. "She smells like apricots. Remember those?" He stepped forward, fangs 
popped of their own accord, and at her bidding he almost fed. 


But Bill's innate Billness shoved him back just as he was about to bite, and he made the first 
choice in along time. He squeezed at the girl's shoulder like a man drowning, for support, 
and told her to leave. She nodded, scared and grateful, and vanished. Left alone with him, 
Lorena started making fun, calling him a wet blanket and doing the whole "I don't know 
why | keep bothering with you" number she knew from the movies. He called her bluffs, 
saying he couldn't even stand the sight of her. It's was all very dramatic, and remarked upon 
it, but she was hurt. Every time he says or said anything remotely like that, she drops the act 
fora moment and immediately changes her tune to superiority. She does it so many times 
it's sad. 


"Perhaps we should head back South. This town's a cultural desert, it's no wonder we are so 
depressed!" He backed away from her hands, looking hotter than usual, and tried to explain 
the difference between depression and clarity. And shame. She explained to him -- and at 
least he took this lesson with him -- that he is VAMPYRE, and to stop whining about 
everything. Those were and are like the two parts of his entire personality, of course, so he 
went, "You're the worst, I'ma monster, you're a monster, |am fortune's fool, | killed people 
because | was trying to bea good boyfriend, and this is bullshit." 


And it's like, the nest he ends up in, between now and then, are just the same way. Diane 
and the gay one and the other one, they're just trying to fit in, with whatever archetype 
they think will work. So it's nice to know that Bill saw that, in them and himself, because it 
explains his kindness toward them a lot more easily than thinking he's just that dorky. 
Which he is, but not even Bill was as dorky as those three. "| sometimes forget how young 


you are," Lorena said, condescending as usual, which we've only just learned is a sign that 
he'd wounded her deeply. "I will never again be what you want me to be," he said, and fora 
moment she hated him. She threw a lamp, very fast because she was a vampire, but he 
caught it easily, because he was also a vampire. 
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Back out of the flashback, Bill's all threateny and mean about hopefully Sookie's okay, and 
Lorena's patronizing smile slips; fora moment she's amazed and grossed-out, and then her 
heart breaks a little bit -- "You're in love?" -- before going right back into fake, awful, 
screeching laughter, plastering it over her tears before they can fall. She is heartbreaking, 
this lady. | can't remember when | turned around this quick on a person. She's like 

the Colonel Tigh of this show. 


Isabel and Eric stand on a hill looking down at two Soldiers of the Sun and thinking about 
how they are retarded, but also scary because they're acult. Eric calls them "scared little 
boys with Bibles and crossbows," and Isabel -- instead of saying "I was in the Inquisition for 
fuck's sake, I'm familiar with the concept" -- just points out that they're getting more and 
more money and cannon fodder every day. Eric fairly rubs his tummy thinking Nom Nom 
Christian Soldiers, but Isabel tells him to chill out. She says that she sensed some kind of 
thing going down, but Hugo calmed down relatively quickly. 


Which whether she's lying or Hugo is, this means the traitor isn't Stan -- which would have 
been dumb and never was a possibility -- but one thing | love about this actor is how smart 
she is, because she honestly plays this scene like she's-lying-or-is-she, so you don't know 
if the traitor is herself or Hugo. Because if she's being honest, and spoiler she is, then it's 
him, but if she's the bad guy... It's acool moment. This episode is very good about 
miscommunication, interruption, misdirection; it's fun. 


Eric asks what on Earth Isabel enjoys about dating a human, and she gives that old Wolfrider 
rant about how humans "feel much more strongly" and how everything's all "urgent" and 
"exciting," because of their short lifespans. Eric goes, "Yes, they certainly don't keep well." 
She giggles and shakes her head like he's a naughty boy, and he asks if she's not totally 
grossed out by the idea of Old Hugo's old balls, and she's like, A) "No, | find it curious, likea 
science project" and then B) with only a slight change in tone or pause, redirects to what 
he's really asking, and ribbing him about what's behind it: "How does Bill Compton feel 
about your interest in Sookie?" 


Eric swears that he's not interested in Sookie ("And even less in how Bill Compton feels," 
heh), and she grins at the side of his face while he brings it back to Godric. "Don't look at me 
like that," he says, hilariously, and then asks her if she honestly thinks these idiots could 
have gotten ahold of Godric and held him that long. It would take a grad degree in Boy to 
explain, but essentially it's the reason Roger's heart attack nearly killed Don Draper: You 
have to fight your father, but you can't ever see him fall, or the world will end. If Godric had 
been King of Texas, Eric would have fought to the death to become King of Louisiana, but 
he's just a Sheriff, so Eric can just be a Sheriff. What he's really asking is whether it's even 
worth hoping. She agrees that it seems implausible, that anything could overpower him, 
and Eric speaks from a dark place: "Not anything human." 
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Up above the sanctuary, Jason's blessed out and post-coital, breathing hard and cuddling 
with Sarah about how wrong things so often feel right. She starts crying and he tries to bea 
nice boy, wiping her tears indulgently and practically doing a puppet show to cheer her up, 
but her eyes light up like Crazy Christmas and she breathily explains that she's not sad, 
she's happy. Why? Oh, because God was right and she's totally supposed to be with Jason 
forever and ever, because she never knew love until this moment. Pretty much Jason's 
biggest nightmare, even when you don't factor in the paragraph above about breaking your 
father. Sarah has pulled him over that line, which sucks, but not as much as her getting wild 
and wedding-eyed now. Jason's inability to consider the ramifications of anything is always 
fun to watch. 


Sarah shimmies into her panties with mad laughter, talking about God's plan, and he laughs 
along, terrified. She says they have to tell Steve immediately! Because of her Vow of 
Honesty! And somehow they will work this out with God, having broken the marriage vow, 
but for now they have to make it right. Jason explains, heart pounding, that A) Steve has 
guns, and 2) There's a lockdown (he says, mimicking his sister without knowing it) tonight, 
where they will be locked in a church with Steve and all his guns. Sarah's like, "D'oh! Okay, 
after the lock-in and the crucifixion then!" She runs off all nutty and Jason visualizes 
getting his hot ass up out of there. 


Hoyt kisses Jessica sweetly, and admits that he's never done it with a girl before. She goes, 
"What've you done it with?" and he blushes and says only himself. She realizes he means 
he's a virgin, and buries her head in his shoulder, laughing. He gets worried, but she pops up 
and tells him she's a virgin too. He's relieved, and she jokes: "Just because I'ma vampire, 
you think I'maslut?" He shines like a star when he says of course not, and that she never 
could be, and that he doesn't really believe in the concept anyway. "Well, | totally would 
have been a slut if | could've gotten away with it! Me and my friend Laurie, we had this bet 
since eighth grade over who'd lose it first. | mean, she was like pregnant before | even got 
my first kiss, | mean, my dad was such a dickhead..." 


She asks for his excuse, and he gives one that is way more common than we probably think: 
he was going to wait to let the right one in, and she never showed up, and then it was like 
this thing, and he couldn't just waste it, and then all of a sudden he was 28 and nobody was 
good enough, and he was good at skating away from it and not giving Jason and Renea 
reason to worry, but that probably most girls thought he was "some kind of bisexual gay or 
something," which he is not, although that's fine if you are, and she's like, "I'm not most 
girls?" She pauses to consider whether she technically is a girl at all, and flees from the 
thought. She's learning. "But if you're okay with that, I'd be your first." He lights up twice 
as bright. 
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Jessica goes to the window and lowers the shade, dropping her robe, and he gets all excited, 
but she smiles and tells him it can't happen tonight: the sun's coming up, and if she doesn't 
rest inthe daytime she gets sick. She climbs into bed with him, and they cuddle, and as 
she's settling into the spoon she warns him not to freak out if she looks a little dead. Of 
course he won't! He holds her tight, and they sleep. 


Eric and the Lieutenants make their way down the Carmilla hallway; Stan thinks Hugo and 
Sookie probably joined the Fellowship themselves, and Isabel tells him to cool it ("He 
is mine," she reminds him), and they fight for awhile. Stan says that if Isabel really loved 


Hugo she would have stormed the church, and she counters that Stan only has one answer 
for anything, stupidity, and he says that's why they've been getting Godric's coffee for the 
last forty years: they're timid. Which is dumb of him to say in front of Eric, but not as bad as 
when he turns around and points out that the Fellowship has both Eric's maker and 
telepath, and still isn't doing anything. Which is sort of valid. 


Eric zoom-grabs Stan by the neck and asks if his loyalty is being questioned, and Stan says 
he really does want to restore Godric to his rightful place, but Eric's so out of his mind with 
hypothetical grief and very real fear that he loses it, and starts accusing Stan of having 
already murdered Godric and letting this all play out just to be a dick and cover his ass. 
Stan's offended, and Isabel pulls Eric off him, but Eric promises to find proof if the 
non-human thing that betrayed Godric turns out to be Stan. He tells them to fuck off and 
fight over being Sheriff, or murder the whole Fellowship, or whatever the hell they want, 
because if Godricis gone, he says -- cheated out ina very soap opera fashion, talking to the 
camera like Sookie always does, while the people stare at him -- then nothing will bring 
back what he's lost anyway. One bloody tear runs down his cheek, and it's very affecting. 


Tara and Eggs wake up on Gran's couch, mostly clothed, completely unaware of what went 
down last night. Eggs, who not only has been through this before but clearly has a vested 
interest in denial about the whole thing, puts her off about a dozen ways -- including 
blaming the joint they smoked, which even Tara isn't feeling until he points out that 
Maryann and her maryjane are both pretty magical -- and when she brings up their grisly 
campsite discovery yesterday he reacts with something like anger. He picks up his dirty shirt 
from last night and for a second can't even recognize it as his own. 
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Going off his suggestion that her blackout is from the pot, Tara gets frightened and starts 
talking about sobering up. Eggs kneels and lovingly puts his arms around her, promising 
that one lapse of consciousness doesn't make her Lettie Mae. (Because if she'd ever made 
her peace with the limitations of her mother, Maryann wouldn't be here, but also because of 
the Prom dress night that brought her here; the day she went back to carrying her mother's 
sobriety on her own back; the day Miss Jeanette carved out her heart and showed her that 
they would never be happy.) Tara's relieved and touched that he knows her so well, 
comparing him to mind-reading Sookie; he's kisses her, proud to know her so well in turn. 
Meanwhile, Sam shrugs into a t-shirt and heads to his office at Merlotte's, grabbing a gun 
from inside the fireplace and not the luggage he's usually grabbing and Tara should be. 


Sookie's resting her head on some boxes when Steve comes into the basement, 
bushy-tailed as all hell and taunting them with bottled water. She informs him that they're 
coming for her, and he and Gabe agree that it'll be fun when they arrive. Sookie tries to warn 
him that he is dead meat, and he affects sympathy: "Oh, they've got you all twisted up, 
haven't they? With their... With their glamouring, and their empty promises, and their evil 
blood." Heh. She casts doubt on his version of Christianity, pointing out that Jesus would be 
ashamed of them, and he laughs, looking squarely at Hugo before pulling a chair up to their 
cage. 


"Now things got a little out of hand last night, and | apologize for that," he 
Mayor-of-Sunnydales, and promises that they'll get breakfast and freedom once they 
answer a few questions. Hugo immediately starts blabbing, still sweating like whoa, about 
how they were sent by the vampires of Area IX to find the Sheriff, and how his name is Hugo 


Ayers, and hers is Sookie Stackhouse. You can actually see the moment that Steve Newlin's 
heart breaks, as he processes this last. 


"Sookie Stackhouse? From Bon Temps? You're Jason Stackhouse's..." He swallows, 
sickened, and then angry: "Sister. Am | right?" Sookie, worried at the look in his eye, 
promises him that Jason's not a part of this, but he's already up and out the door, sighing at 
one more hassle today. Hugo rolls his eyes, freaking out and sick of being down there: "Hey, 
we sat down here all night waiting for your boyfriend to show up. You can play damsel in 
distress all you want, but one way or another, I'm getting us out of here." She asks him to 
STFU and he kicks some boxes, frustrated. 
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Sookie stares out through the chainlink and acts like Sookie Stackhouse to a supernatural 
degree: "Barry! Barry can you hear me you gotta help me I need you to go to the hotel and find 
Bill Compton and tell him I'm at Fellowship of the Sun Church in the basement the sheriff is here 
somewhere and I'm in big trouble please don't ignore me this is a life or death situation please..." 


Bill's looking pretty out of it, reclining on one couch while Lorena sits on another. 
Apparently she's keeping him awake until Eric says the plan has changed; apparently Jessica 
wasn't fucking around when she says it's a bad deal to stay awake in the daytime. Her nose 
starts to bleed, and a thick flow pours out of Bill's ear. He begs to sleep, and she tells him 
she's not about to let him run out into the sunlight and kill himself for her. Because what 


kind of an idiot would Bill Compton have to be, right, to do something like that? 


He'sall, "The Bleeds have begun!" (which is totally the new "Drank before the wound closes!") 
and she drowsily tells him it won't last forever. He begs her to at least let him call Eric, and 
she laughs her ass off. Yeah, it's Eric's fault that Sookie's in danger, but it's also Eric's fault 
she's there. She snatches and crushes the room phone: "He wants the girl, William. Just let 
him have her." Bill wigs out and bleeds some more. 


Jason makes it about one meter, with his luggage, before Steve and Gabe show up and grab 
him, with a huge knife. The tragic thing is that Jason still thinks he just has to skip town 
because of sleeping with Sarah and her subsequent crazy- going, he doesn't even know 
about the Sookie part yet, so once again it's like all he has to offer is his dick, which untruth 
was like the one good part about being here. No matter how many times people try to 
explain to Jason that he's awesome, they always end up murdering people in front of him 
and making him sad again. 


"There are in every man, always, two simultaneous allegiances: one to God, the other to 
Satan. Invocation of God, or spirituality, is a desire to climb higher; that of Satan, or 
animality, is delight in descent." Baudelaire again, and Jason's the only one even close to 
negotiating that one, as usual, because he's the only one too stupid to play the denial 
games that Tara and Sam and Sookie are so good at. "Any man who does not accept the 
conditions of human life sells his soul," and that's where he lives. 
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Meanwhile, Andy's arm is ina huge silly plaster cast and he's explaining excitedly to Bud 


about a bull mask and giant claws, and Bud's like, "Claws, uh-huhe" And then additionally 
"the whole town had these big black saucer-eyes, like zombies!" Bud just sighs, because 


Andy's total breakdown is sort of amazing. | always kind of adored Andy, even when he was 
being a dick, because he's adorable and looks like a Smurf, but this whole Cassandra/Body 
Snatchers thing is about the best ever. 


Eggs and Tara have not moved from the couch, where they are watching The Screaming Skull, 
a 1958 horror movie which begins with a voiceover offering free burial services to anybody 
who dies from how scary it is -- even pans to an empty casket marked "For You" -- but 
which here is interesting because it's aRebecca redux. A woman moves into a new house and 
family, and finds herself haunted by strange occurrences -- are you listening, Tara? -- including 
a cheesy and randomly appearing skull. Maybe she's getting gaslighted by the new husband for 
her fortune, or the gardener who loved the previous wife, or maybe she's going crazy, or -- and 
obviously this ends up true, but all four possibilities are at least a little true -- the ghost really 
exists and is after her. 


They laugh, because that's what you do when the danger is too much, and cuddle, and somebody 
with dancer's calves covered in blood, holding a slaughtered rabbit by the feet, comes into the 
front door holding her skirt up so it won't get dirty. Maryann smiles drunkenly and leans against 
the arch frame, looking adorable and crazy as hell. Even Tara's like, "Daaaang." Maryann assures 
them she's fine -- "!am fantastic! I slept outside last night and | communed with my animal 
nature!" -- and Eggs notices the dead hare inher hands. "This little fella hopped by, and | 
thought, Mmm, yummy. Rabbit stew!" Tara's grossed out, and Maryann says - - on autopilot, too 
tired and ritual too recent to wrap her truth in better words -- "Feeling sorry for things is just an 
excuse not to celebrate your own happiness!" 


It's the first time I've had a problem with her, honestly. That's her shtick with the heart carved out. 
She hops onto a big chair, looking utterly insane, perfect hair alla mess, and pronounces them 
"glowy," speaking of happiness. Tara's like, ''We fell asleep," and Eggs nods, and Maryann is 
satisfied. Tara asks about the party last night, and Maryann gets defensive as usual, spackling 
over it with talk about how Tara's sucha good friend to look after the house and how could Sookie 
ever fault her for that, and then runs off barefoot through the house calling, like a crow: "Karl! 
KkKarl!" Tara sighs and mentions that Maryann is fucking weird, but Eggs just loves it. He 
cuddles closer, and they go back to watching the movie about the woman too stupid to realize her 
house was haunted and dangerous, and probably watched horror movies -- while lunatics 
dragged rabbit carcasses around the house -- about people who were too stupid to look terror in 
the eye, so they watched movies instead. 
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Gabe's got Jason dead to rights ona back road, knife to his neck, while Steve fairly weeps 
with rage about Jason's betrayal. Jason tries to apologize, to the husband of the girl who 
apparently just blew his cover, and Steve tries to get him to admit being involved with Area 
IX, and they are really frustrated in communicating for a bit. | don't think Jason ever figures 
out that his sister is here or that there's a war happening. So Steve goes, "You are snakier 
than a snake in the grass!" -- which you have to admit is fucking snaky -- and Jason begs 
his old buddy Steve to reconsider, but no. He closes his eyes, and intones ina holy fashion: 
"Say a prayer. You are going to hell. And you are going there today." It breaks Jason's heart, 
and he still doesn't know what the fuck is going on; Steve walks away to let his muscle do 
the work. And Gabe's eyes are clear, no blackness at all. 


Daphne's dipping her feet in the lake, and there are some major acting issues in this scene 
that we don't need to discuss, but basically this scene made me less sad about her ultimate 


demise than | otherwise would have been. Sam cocks a gun at her head and she grins, and 
stands, and sighs: "Now what's that for?" Knowing he won't shoot, she gets in his face and 
asks if he honestly thinks she's afraid dying. He says she must be afraid of Maryann, given 
the link between the scars on her back and Maryann's grotesque Pan Hands, and asks if 
that's how she got Daphne to be her whore. 


"It ain't whoring if you do it for love," she smiles, and he gets all uppity, so she explains she 
wasn't talking about him. She laughs and admits they had some fun, and he gets all 
offended and yells about how he trusted her and turned into a dog with her and was 
generally not acomplete repressed basket case for like five seconds, like it's a bad thing, and 
she's like, "Okay. | was once like you: scared and stupid and weak and self-hating. Then | 
joined acult!" She leans against the lightpost at the end of the pier, cheated out like in every 
other scene in this whole episode, and explains that she could have been killed, and 
probably deserved it, but instead Maryann saw something special about her, and "saved" 
her. Like in the Saw movie. 


Which makes sense, | think: Everybody gets the Maryann they deserve, right? Tara gets a 
mommy and a perfect boyfriend. Eggs gets a guru. Sam gets his isolation and superiority 
about Bon Temps pointed right at his heart, since he didn't give in to pleasure the first time 
when he was a kid. And Daphne needed to be hurt, so she could be rescued: shown the limits 
of her animal freedom, so she knew where to delight. "Gave me a whole new life," did 
Maryann. "No fear, no limits. Just love." 


== Page 13 == 


Sam points out that killing people and cutting out there hearts does not equal love, so she 
tries to explain about the significance of people v. the significance of gods -- that he's a flea 
in the coat of the world -- but he points out that she is up his ass ten ways to Sunday, so 
obviously there's something significant about him. Daphne shrugs, and some serious bad 
looping covers up whatever she's actually saying: "Because you got away from her once. 
She can't control you. See those funny big black-eyes folks we were running around with 
acting all crazy? That's Maryann's energy inside of them, she is driving them like tiny little 
remote-control airplanes!" 


God, this scene is embarrassing. So he painfully goes to the next expository point -- "But 
that don't work on us? Because we're shifters?" -- and she sets up what is sure to be an 
important point once Bill and his Sheriff come home, my emphasis: "All supernaturals, we 
got a natural resistance. She can force our shifts, and other stuff with other supes, but she 
can't get inside us. We gotta go to her on our own free will. And she just loves a challenge!" 


Which is fine for plot and fine to know a bit more about the show's mythology, but it's just 
so limited and Daphne-esque that | can't imagine what she's not saying. "I'mnota 
challenge, I'ma person!" he shouts, just like not-technically-a-girl Jessica in bed with 
Hoyt, and Daphne laughs affectionately, jumping back in the water ("I'm sweating like a 
pig!"), but Sam doesn't feel like swimming. "What the fuck is she?" he asks, when her head 
breaks water, and she says the truest thing so far: "She's God, dumdum!" 


Hugo wigs out begging to go to the bathroom, and finally Sookie tries to shut him up witha 
plastic water bottle, but he's not having it, so she tries to calm him down again, and 
immediately opens up a bunch of memories: How he joined the Fellowship and Steve Newlin 


blessed him on his knees, how he offered to join the mission, how he called ahead to let 
them know. Sookie jumps back and gets way antsy. 


"Maryann is not God," Sam sputters, and Daphne's like, "As close to God as we'll ever get." 
She names her -- Kali, Lilith, Isis, even Amy's Gaia -- but says ultimately she's a maenad, 
which the Greeks called handmaidens of Dionysus, but were actually a much bigger better 
deal than that. Sam crouches, head hurting: "Dionysus, the God of wine?" She smiles, 
because he owns a bar, so of course he would know that part. But there was another name 
for him: The Horned God. Sam gets super scared, because he's naive and a superstitious 
idiot, and thinks Satan is a useful or worthwhile concept. 
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Which is, again, exactly why Maryann is in his life at all. What was it she said to Lettie Mae? 
"It's always something out there that gets the blame or credit, whether it be Jesus or gin." 
Baudelaire said the greatest trick the Devil ever pulled was convincing the world he doesn't 
exist, but | would say the opposite is closer to true: The greatest trick the Devil ever pulled 
was convincing us he does. That's it not just us, pulling the strings. 


He's our little black-eyed girl, culturally, and you only have to look at the shadow of a 
people, or areligion, or a country, to see how well they're doing. How healthy. You could get 
used to putting all your shit on one thing -- maybe it's women, ora given minority; maybe 
it's Saddam Hussein; maybe it's Sarah Palin, or Lynndie England -- and then you don't have 
to deal with it anymore. If there was no Devil we'd have to invent him, let him carry our 
burdens, just so we could sleep at night. Until those dreams began to wake us, and we 
realized we'd made him ever more powerful there, in the dark. 


"Dionysus, Satan. It's really just a kind of energy. Wild energy, like lust. Anger, excess, 
violence. Basically, all the fun stuff." All the stuff in the blister, waiting to explode. 
"Maryann brings it out in people. She channels it, controls it. She's immortal, Sam. She 
never wasn't here, so there ain't no point in fighting her, you see? You'll never win!" He 
stands up, scared, talking to himself: "I'm not gonna just let her kill me." And she says in 
the voice of a true believer: "Being a part of something divine is worth dying a thousand 
times. You'll see." 


Sam asks if that's what she's asking for, a sacrifice: if he gives himself up, will she release 
her hold on Bon Temps? Daphne laughs, because she's having too much fun now. "This 
town's full of crazies ripe for the picking!" (And never was a truer statement made, my 
God.) "She's like a pyro in a room full of matches," Daphne says, goggle-eyed, coming to 
him out of the water, putting her arms around his neck: "Just go to her, Sam. Play nice. She 
might even let you live." He shoves her away, hurting her feelings, and runs away into the 
forest; she smiles and lets it go, staring out over the water. "I used to be just like you," Hugo 
says in Dallas. 


"Thought | was a real emancipated thinker, especially when Isabel took me to bed, and the 
sex was... Amazing, the best ever. Well, you know." Sookie's eyebrows go up. "It's 
addictive, isn't it? To be desired by something that powerful." She assures him she's no 
addict, and he scoffs: like she hasn't noticed herself changing to suit him. "You start 
missing work, can't get up in the morning, can't stand to leave them after dark?" He's 
right, but she's the wrong one to talk to about this: "Before you know it, you're somebody 


you don't even recognize." She's grossed out, and just as right as he is: "So you went to the 
Fellowship because you can't control yourself?" 


== Page 15 == 


No. First Hugo begged Isabel to turn him, but she wouldn't, which freaked him out because 
he decided that she couldn't allow him to be her equal, so therefore she's using him, so 
therefore Bill is using Sookie. Which Sookie is not hearing, around her clenched teeth, and 
she's certainly not about to be hearing about how her telepathy probably makes her a great 
trophy. He starts mooning over the Fellowship and, trying to get some of her own back, she 
points out that they seem to have completely dumped him. "Face it, Hugo. You're nothing 
but a fangbanging traitor to them." He gets worried and scared and tries to get the upper 
hand back, smashing on the chainlink and calling Gabe to come get him: "Gabe, she knows 
everything. You can let me out now!" No answer is forthcoming. 


Sarah welcomes the parties to the church, family by family, gearing up for the lock-in, and 
when Steve approaches to talk about something serious, she smiles, girding herself. When 
he says Jason's name, she gets that scared, hung-over dead-eyed look in her eyes fora 
moment before she breathes in His light, and goes to tell her husband the honest truth. Out 
in the woods, Gabe's doing pretty well until he commits two horrors in a row: first by calling 
Sookie a whore, which is not something you should do in front of Jason, and secondly by 
calling Jason a sister-fucker, which is pretty much precisely how Rene turned into a serial 
killer, not to mention tacky, so it's not really surprising that Jason kicks the shit out of him 
-- inatruly bizarrely edited fight sequence -- and runs off into the many acres of Jesus. 


Lafayette makes a call trying to sell V while he puts on his makeup for the day. He's wearing 
acute t-shirt that says BITCH in swirly '70s sports-team letters and a big gold L around his 
neck. Out at the bar, Arlene comes in late and thanks "Jesus, Santa Claus and Hare Krishna" 
that Sam's not there (apparently Tara's under the impression that he's taken the day off to 
fuck Daphne, which is interesting) and pulls Tara into the bathroom, where Lafayette is 
finishing up. So Arlene asks why he's in the Ladies' room, and he asks why she and Tara, 
being skank hos, are even coming in there, and calls himself gorgeous and the rest of it, and 
Tara notices not only his pizzazz but also a distinct lack of limp, and before he can blink 
she's figured out he's back on the V (although the whole truth would probably kill her) and 
tells him they will talk about it later. He vacates imperiously. 
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Arlene is wigging out, having done something bad enough to surprise even herself, which in 
turn worries Tara, who knows that Arlene is disgusting and has low personal standards. So 
she's not fucking Terry yet -- although she's gone so far as to bring out the big guns, "my 
hot oils, my nasty lingerie" -- and he keeps balking, so she decided to get him drunk last 
night, and then they blacked out. She starts to cry, because she thinks maybe she had sex 
with him against his will, but Tara's stuck for a second on the "blacked out" part, since that 
seems to be going around." Are you telling me you date-raped Terry Bellefleur?" Yes 
indeed. Arlene cries and freaks out, and Tara asks again to confirm that she doesn't 
remember anything from last night, and leans back. Hold that thought, lady. 


Lafayette comes out to the bar to get a drink, since it's the middle of the workday, and notes 
a surprised Eggs thusly: "Now see, that just ain't motherfucking fair. The first time in my 
goddamn life | ain't chasing after trouble..." He pours himself another shot: "And it just 


keep walking in my fucking door. Look at you. Damn. Ain't nothing good can come out of 
something so pretty." (Satan in a Sunday hat, Lettie Mae used to say. And Eggs's dad used 
to tell him, "You can't get what you want in life, so in order to get it, you're prepared not to 
want it." And Maryann saved them.) 


Eggs recognizes Lafayette, | guess because of some arcane telltale sign that differentiates 
him from all the other gender-estranged drug dealers that work at Merlotte's, and 
Lafayette has not even enough pizzazz to grin as wolfishly as he might: "Tara's Eggs?" 
Lafayette ignores Eggs's outstretched hand, making it clear that he wasn't flirting, but 
serious; linking him to Eric, these strange beautiful men crossing his threshold when he's 
just trying to hide in the night. He's always been good at that, knowing bad juju when he 
sees it. Survival first. 


Tara appears giggling, talking about "Tara's Eggs" as though it were a dish, asking why 
people don't just call him Ben. "Or Dict..." Lafayette says, both flirtatiously and as a 
message of doom. She tells him to behave, hearing only the first thing, but he shakes his 
head. "Satan ina Sunday hat, girl. I'm trying to tell you, Satan in a beautiful fucking Sunday 
hat." Tara knows he's right. She's always known. | made my peace last year with the idea of 
Lafayette dying, because he's the Guide: ina show about completely losing your way, and 
creating anewone, it's only justice that he would die. And that's certainly why Miss 
Jeanette died. But it occurs to me now that, as Guide, he might as well have. He's among the 
lost now, crawling back into the light with the rest of them. Doesn't mean he can't point out 
some roadsigns along the way. 
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Speaking of tainted, broken, abused oracles, Andy Bellefleur comes running in screaming 
for his cousin, who broke his arm. "I'm gonna kick your ass so hard, you'll be shitting 
boots!" he shouts, insensate to everybody in Merlotte's. In the midst of a collective eye-roll 
at the town drunk, Tara's worried: "Andy, what happened to your arm?" She jerks back as he 
screams, "| ain't talking to you, devil worshipper!" Sam creeps out quietly, back from his 
meeting with Daphne, and watches carefully. This room is as much a snakepit for him as for 
Andy. | wonder if that's not part of the reason he didn't come in today: not wanting to face 
them. 


Not a problem for Andy. "I saw you last night. | saw all of you!" Tara asks, and he laughs 
bitterly. "Aw, go ahead, deny it. Laugh at the crazy drunk guy, but | know what | saw. 
Terrrrrrry!" Arlene's also worried, offering to call Terry for him (and kill two birds at the 
same time), and he goes, "Fuck you, zombie woman!" She's shocked, but he's not done. 
"Fuck all y'all devil zombies! Turning this town into a orgy from hell! I'll stop ya, | will stop 
ya if it's the last thing | ever do!" He runs out, as mad as when he ran in, and Sam stares after 
him. Arlene laughs, because she must: "Oh, my God. Did you smell him?" They laugh 
collectively. 


As muchas | love the disability thing with Sookie, my go-to explanation along with her 
addiction in explaining her ridiculous behavior, | love Harris's other explanation too: that in 
the south, it's about what you don't say as much as what you do. That to be a telepath in the 
south would be a terrible fate not only because of the communication issues, but because of 
the immense comfort in being a part of the overarching conspiracy of etiquette and polite 
denial. So there again, you have Bon Temps, where nobody ever says anything, and that's 
another blister Maryann's popping. 


Eggs plays along harder than most, because he has more practice laughing these things off, 
and kisses Tara goodbye. He says hello to Sam, who is scared to death -- "Oh, hi! Nice to see 
you! Listen, about last night when | held you down to be ritually sacrificed by the Goddess 
who statutory-raped you asa child and has turned your whole town into orgy zombies? 
Sorry about that..." -- and looks at Tara, who knows something is up. Probably for just a 
second. And Arlene watches him, concerned again: "Sam! You look like you just saw a 
ghost!" 


Jessica wakes up and Hoyt is scattering roses and rose petals. The room is lit with a hundred 
red candles, and Leona Lewis is playing, which is amazing, not only because the song kicks 
ass and because of the lyrics ("...Something happened/ For the very first time with you.../1 don't 
care what they say/ I'm in love with you/ You cut me open and I/ Keep bleeding love...""), but 
because the song is approximately as old as Facebook, and nobody else would know it -- not 
Bill, not Lorena -- and because the first time is every time, because they are inventing the 
world together: He is a boy, and she is a girl, and nobody else in that hotel or that whole 
town knows what that means. Not tonight. 
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She stares about herself, completely overcome, and he turns to look at her. He's wearing a 
robe and jeans; he took a shower before she woke, and his hair is still wet. He's so nervous. 
"Oh, hey. | was just, um... Decorating?" He holds up a red pillar candle: "| got these at the 
gift store downstairs. Blood scented. But to me, they just smelled like soup!" She can't even 
speak. She'd cry, if it weren't gross. Her heart pounds. "You like 'em?" he asks, and she 
nods. "They're perfect." His heart leaps, all over again. "That's what | was going for!" 
Perfect. He was going for perfect. He crouches: "Because you're perfect, and | want your first 
time to be as perfect as you are..." She sighs, charmed. "Hoyt, just... Take off your pants." 
He grins and he does and he jumps into bed with her, and they kiss, chuckling. 


Jasonruns through the night, with that amazing golf cart behind him lit up like the hounds 
of Satan, Sarah's hair twice as big, wild, flying at him like a beast. She hits the brakes, calling 
his name, and so does he. "Sarah! Thank God it's you, I've been running for hours! Steve and 
Gabe, they've gone crazy! They tried to killme!" She comes around, out of the light and into 
the darkness, and aims, and fires. He says her name, softly, disappointed, and clutches at 
his chest as he goes down, still as confused as ever. He still thinks this is about sex, he 
doesn't know about Sookie; he doesn't know that he's taken the one piece of God she's 
known in life and made it part of the war, part of the thing she was fleeing from that sent 
her into his arms. Her clean new start was just the same bullshit from an even uglier angle. 
He doesn't know that he made her a whore last night, and ruined everything she believed in 
and loved, fora lie. 


Daphne stands at the water's edge, under the big lamp, and feels God come near. She turns 
and smiles, and walks out of the light, on fire inside. "Finally! I've missed you!" She comes 
close, and God thanks her -- "For your service" -- before a soft and final kiss. God steps 
back, and black-eyed, Eggs comes forward, pushing the knife into her chest. She is 
sanctified by it. Blood pours from her body and her mouth. "There is no more steely barb 
than that of the Infinite," Baudelaire said, and it's true, she sees it's true, and she is lifted, 
and before she can drop she looks into the eyes of God, who smiles lovingly at her while the 
world turns white. She smiles back, in thanks. She is bathed in love. 
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When Gabe unlocks their cell door, Hugo asks about his Jason-branded face before telling 
him Sookie knows everything, bitching: "Never would have happened if you hadn't kept me 
locked down with a goddamn mind reader! | hope the Reverend knows that I'm gonna need 
protection now..." Gabe protects his entire body, starting with his face: "You want 
protection, you fangbanging sack of shit? How's that for protection, huh?" Sookie, 
stunned, watches him protect Hugo for awhile before jumping screeching onto Gabe's back, 
and gets herself protected right into a shelf, hard. His pride, his desire, are all dammed up 
and hateful. The first thing he saw was her breasts, and how dirty they were. How they could 
never be his, how tainted she was. He wraps his hands around her throat and she recoils. 
"Your own kind not good enough for you? How about if | show you what you've been 
missing?" 


She screams, so loud. Anything but that. Do this, take that, in the house of God, and you 
undo all the good works she and Bill have made together. Bill feels it, eyes popping open as 
Lorena's droning on, to keep herself awake -- "...and a decade or so in Miami. The beaches 
are gorgeous at night, and the German tourists are delicious..." -- and throws a chair at the 
door, zooming to it. She grabs him from behind, pressing him against it. "Open that door 
and | will end you." 


It wouldn't be the first time. Bill has ended more times than we give him credit for, and the 
strength with which he did it is something we never knew. His steadfast, obsessive moaning 
has never meant quite so much. She screamed and cried, begging, angry: "I've given you 
everything. Everything! And you threw it away moaning over what you've lost. You disgust 
me!" Then, he begged, "Let me go." He was his, she protested, and he said the thing you 
don't say, that he didn't love her. "You have never tried!" she shrieked, and he got hilarious, 
as he is wont to do: "I have spent decades trying! | despise myself for what | did for you. God 
help me, | killed innocent people to prove to you that | loved you. But it was pure nihilism. | do 
not, | cannot, | will never love you." 


Her hurt became offense and she came close: "Hurt becomes offended: Men have readily 
laid down their lives to spend just one night with me." He was alittle sad for her, growing up 
suddenly in that moment, and seeing how dreadfully afraid she was. How strong she never 
was; how they agreed together that she was stronger than she ever could have been. "What 
more can | give? What is it that you want from me?" Just achoice. "Let me go." ("You'd bea 
fool to cling to me/ To live a lie would bring us pain/ Release me, and let me love again...") She 
swore without her he would be alone forever, but he wasn't afraid of that anymore. She'd 
killed his family, standing outside that house and telling him he could never go back. He'd 
become accustomed to loneliness already. "You're the one that's afraid of that. You are the 
saddest, loneliest creature | have ever known." He hadn't met Maryann yet; he still hasn't. 
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She shoved him into a table and it conveniently broke beneath him, giving him a stake, 
which he brandished at her. She nodded; for amoment she felt like she'd won: "You hate 
me that much?" He asked again, but her heart was breaking: "I cannot live without you," 
she said, honest as ever. He bared his chest, and her eyes widened as he held the stake to his 
own heart: "You'll have to." She stepped forward, involuntarily, and he watched as she tore 
out her own heart, slowly, crying blood: "As your maker... | release you." He breathed, for 
the first time in years, and felt his freedom. 


"You released me!" he shouts, against the door. "There was nothing left between us. What 
could you possibly have to gain from this?" She holds a stake to his back, bleeding love. 
"You're making a fool of yourself with that girl. You have no future with her. Everyone 
knows it but you." He turns around, and she holds it to his heart: "Someday, you'll see this 
for what it is, an act of love." 


| have found a new love dear 
And | will always want her near 
Her lips are warm, while yours are cold 


Release me, my darling 
Let me go 


There's a knock at the door; it's Bellhop Barry, asking for Bill, so she tells him she'll pass his 
message. Barry rolls his eyes. "Tell him Sookie Stackhouse is in the basement of the 
Fellowship of the Sun Church." Eyes wide, Eric hears: "She said the Sheriff's there, and she's 
in some kind of trouble." Eric is flooded with hope and new life, vanishing in a breath for the 
Fellowship, ready for war. And just as Barry's telling Sookie this is the last time he'll help 
her, Bill's door opens and an arm zoom-grabs him, pulling him inside. 


Texas is a chessboard, so let's review. Stan and Isabel are at the nest, presumably, and Bill 
and Lorenaare still locked up with Barry. Jason's just been shot. Eric's headed for the 
church, where Sookie and Hugo are along with Steve and the congregation, to save Godric. 
Which means next week, it'll be Eric and Sookie, and presumably Godric, in the church. And 
that means that Sookie must love Godric. No matter who he is, outside the light of Eric's 
adoration -- or what in his two thousand years he's done -- she has to have a bond with 
him that's stronger than her bond with Eric, or it's an easy fix. It can't be "save Sookie" part 
one hundred, because then Godric doesn't carry any weight, and they can save him or he can 
die, and it's got to be more complicated than either of those. 
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And setting it up this way -- with Gabe about to commit assault on her person, and having 
Godric save her -- is really the smartest way to do that. He's very beautiful, but then so's 
Eric and she's not cowed by that, so it has to be something else. It has to be Gabe, on top of 
her, and her panties showing, and him yelling "Show me how you scream for that big fat 
vampire cock," and all that deeply human evil, so that suddenly Gabe can fly through the 
air, and Godric can be holding him by the shirt, looking down at her loftily, and she can stare 
up at him, and say his name once, softly, like a prayer. 


SOMEONE ELSE'S APOCALYPSE 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 2 | Episode 8 | Aired on 08.09.2009 


Timebomb - The crisis at the church is momentarily defused; Godric comes home; Tara and Jason both 
cross state lines. Oh, and Sookie goes totally Springer. 


After Lorena bites Bellhop Barry and gets too close to Sookie's secret, Bill finally knocks her 
cold and heads to the Fellowship, where Eric and Sookie -- with Jason, who is fine because 
Sarah only shot him with a paintball gun because she has gone crazy -- are in the middle of 
aclusterfuck. You've got the Fellowship congregation, the Soldiers of the Sun summoned 
during Eric and Sookie's escape. Everybody stands around yelling their various agendas and 
acting like idiots, Eric gets chained to the altar at one point, and then on top of all this, Stan 
shows up with an army of tacky Dallas vampires. 


The ensuing massacre is aborted by Godric's command, not that Steve's swayed by his 
awesomeness, and then there's a big party at Godric's house to celebrate his return to the 
fold (and Jason's return to sanity, not to mention his total badassery). Godric stays sad and 
cagey about his feeding habits, why he ended up at the Fellowship, and what his next plans 
are for vampire-human reconciliation. Eric spends most of the episode doing handstands 
for his attention regardless. 


Due to the drama, Bill sends Jessica and Hoyt home to Bon Temps -- not really the best 
place for tender youngsters, but he doesn't know that -- and they find out that Jessica's 
hymen is with us forever. She's grossed out, but he is of course just as sweet as pie about it. 


Hey, speaking of pie, Maryann makes one with Daphne's heart after stashing her body in 
the Merlotte's walk-in freezer. So now Sam's in jail -- no thanks to Andy, who tries to get 
him to corroborate the dollhouse-giant pig-claw monster-bull lady-devil orgy story -- and 
Tara and Eggs, after eating Daphne Pot Pie, are pushing past acceptable limits. Which in this 
case means beating the shit out of each other, fucking, and doing both at the same time. 


Isabel brings Hugo to Godric for justice, but Godric lets him go, and then Lorena shows up to 
start some shit with Sookie -- who obliges like it's Springer -- but eventually Godric tells 
her to get lost too. He tries to explain that the last 2000 years haven't made vampires 
better people any more than they have humans, but nobody's really listening. After a flirty, 
manipulative aside with Eric, Jason tries to apologize to Bill for the last few months of 
racism, and ends up freaking him out even worse with a giant sweet Stackhouse bearhug. 
Then Luke shows up and goes suicide bomber on everybody. 


Discuss this episode in our forums, then see vloggers Val and Beth discuss vampire pregnancy 
in TVis the Answer! And check back soon for the full recap! 


Want more? The full recap starts right below! 


Sookie's buttoning her dress, staring up at Gabe in Godric's arms. He yells, "Godric, it's 
me!" But before he can elaborate, Godric snaps his neck, and drops the body. He meets 
Sookie's eyes and tells her she shouldn't have come, but before she can answer they hear 
screaming up above. Godric smiles and closes his eyes; she thinks it's Bill, but he knows 
better. "I'm here, my child. Down here," he says, happily. Eric comes zooming in, straight 


from the Hotel Carmilla, and there are many magical sounds. Eric kneels without looking at 
his face, and says his name softly. 


Sookie's fascinated; she's never seen this before. Certainly Jessica and Bill don't act this 
way with each other. Nobody acts this way. "You were a fool for sending humans after me," 
Godric says gently, and Eric apologizes without looking up: "I had no other choice. These 
savages..." Godric's aware of their plan. He knewall along. He's sad, but not forthcoming. 
He's too tired and Eric's not tired enough. Eric's tired, but not enough to understand. 


He points at Hugo, and Sookie explains about the trap. He can barely hear her. "How long 
has it been since you've fed?" Eric asks, and Godric is once again tender without answering: 
"| require very little blood anymore." The alarms start, up above, and Godric tells Eric to 
take Sookie -- he won't brook any protest -- and to do so without spilling any blood. Eric 
follows his orders, and they leave him there, looking at the darkness. 


Gabe had to die, because of what he was about to take: he shamed Godric, and their 
association, by attacking Sookie. But one thing vampires understand more than any of us is 
that our worth isn't dependent on our greatest sin any more than our highest glory, or our 
deepest kindness: our worth isn't dependent on anything we've done, but only what we do, 
once the sun sets and rises again. Sam was so terrified of what he was that he never even 
had a friend; Tara was so afraid of getting her mother's sin on her that she killed a little girl. 
And Jason, well. Jason's been through that one, around and through it and over it and under 
it so many times he can be forgiven for getting lost. Who you are isn't made up of what 
you've done or who you've been, but what you do, and who you're willing to become. Only 
gods are above change. Maybe that's all they are. 


Jason opens his eyes on the ground and touches the blood on his chest gingerly: it's paint, 
but he hasn't registered that yet: "Holy shit, God saved me. I'm saved!" Sarah stares at his 
amazing dumbness, crazed and grossed out: "Oh, for heaven's sake, growa brain cell!" It's 
the "for heaven's sake" that really sells it. Jason sits up, notes that she's acrazy bitch, and 
then she explains exactly how and why: "I let you into my house, into my bed and into my 
heart. All | stood for, all | believed in, | violated to be with you!" 
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Now, normally that would be hyperbole talking, or at least slut-spiral guilt. But in this case, 
she's being absolutely honest. He doesn't know that the sex is still inside the Venn diagram 
of him being a vampire agent. As far as she knows, he played her for a whore. The fact that 
neither of them ever twig to what the other is actually saying is tragic more than anything, 
because it turns them both into assholes. Stackhouse goes back to being a dick with a retard 
attached, useful for one thing only, and Sarah goes back to what she knows: that the 
vampires will use anything -- your body, your sister -- to strike at you where you're both 
vulnerable. They're both wrong, but they can't know that. 


"| gave you everything! For a lie! You're worse than Judas!" Jason's like, "What did he do to 
you?" which is so amazingly stupid she literally Cathies, "Ack! Fuck you!" and shoots him in 
the nuts. Well, she's been holding back on the Jason-is-stupid thing for a long time, and we 
know how hard it is to make conversation. He apologizes again and again, asking what she 
wants from him -- since he still thinks this is about the sex and not the Sookie part -- and 
begs her not to shoot him again. She gives no indication of interest in complying. 


"You came to prey on me, to ruin the sacred vow | made to my husband, then like a coward, 
you ran!" He protests, but then remembers that part's true, which given the fact that it's 
the first accusation today that he's understood, let alone felt culpable for, is a nice touch. 
"Okay, | ran, but it wasn't from you. It was from your husband and his crazy weapon 
collection." Much is made of the misunderstanding, where all his sweet confusion is just 
knife after knife in her sudden self-hatred, with a lot of "No, | didn't tell Steve, he told me" 
farcicality, and finally she cuts through the bullshit: "There are wolves in our henhouse. We 
must defend our flock. We have your sister." 


And that's when Jason gets awesome and scary and doesn't stop for a good long while. His 
voice, his posture, everything: Don't fuck with his sister. Not only because he's a good 
southern boy, but because as far as he can tell everything -- | mean everything, from 
Maudette to Dawn to Gran to the V to Amy and Eddie to Gran, to Drew -- came out of his 
fear of Bill Compton, touching his sister. So to bring his sister into this -- the thing he was 
running toward, to expiate his half-understood sins -- means there is nothing free of 
vampires. And before tonight, that would have increased his ire toward them, but now he 
knows what side he is on: Sookie's side. 
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"Sookie's in the church?" Yes, Sarah says, she came in yesterday spouting the same lies as 
him. He doesn't hear this part, still, but he knows the end result: "You listen to me," he 
says, quiet and angry: "She's got nothing to do with this." These Stackhouses! | love it when 
they say the same stuff as each other ("lock-in/lockdown"), it's like the Stackhouse 
filibuster all over again. "You Stackhouses! You're nothing but a bunch of heartless, 
two-faced vampire fuckers." 


It feels strange in her mouth, that word; it feels worse in his ears: not giving into that 
weirdness is what kept him from being Rene Lenier. ("Has he ever thought about fucking 
vampires?" a friend asked. "No, just dreamed about it. And only guys, at that.") He takes 
the gun and Sarah, disappointingly but understandably given her like entire life, melts into 
a puddle of stereotypical femininity at his aggression. "Don't you ever talk about my sister 
like that," he says, fake gun in hand, climbing into the badass golfcart. "And if | find out any 
of you so muchas touched her, I'm gonna come back here, and it won't be with no fucking 
paintgun!" Jason takes off -- was he seriously out there from sunup to sundown? -- and 
leaves proud, brilliant Sarah Newlin rolling around in the dirt and squealing softly to herself, 
still wearing that gold suit she's been wearing since like June. 


"Brothers and sisters," Steve's voice floods the complex, "We are on lockdown. Women 
with children, please take them to our classroom buildings. Men -- and able-bodied 
women -- security personnel will provide you with stakes and silver just outside the 
chapel." Eric and Sookie stand in the very Mormon doorway of the staircase down to the 
basement, watching the human flood. "Our Soldiers of the Sun are on their way to protect 
our church, but safely evacuate the building now. Brothers and sisters, the hour is upon us!" 
You can feel it in him, the same way you can whenever Stan talks about it: the time, the hour 
upon us. 


"| could have you out in seconds," Eric says, unsure, and Sookie reminds him that there are 
children in that group. "Those humans wouldn't think twice about hurting us," he says, 
because kids don't matter in war. Sookie asks why he didn't bring Bill with him, and | think 
Eric answers honestly, as in completely honestly: "His attachment to you is irrational. It 


clouds his judgment. He would kill every child in this church to save you." And Sookie asks 
the real question, without knowing it: "Why aren't youe" Eric grins, on top again now that 
Godric is showing some semblance of life: "I'm following Godric's orders and getting you 
out, that's all." The rest is better if you imagine it, because | can't do justice to either of 
them. 
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Sookie: "He's your maker, isn't he?" 

Eric: "Don't use words you don't understand." 
Sookie: "You have a lot of love for him." 

Eric: "...Don't use words | don't understand." 


Eric watches the guys locking that front door, and leans down to Sookie, so still and quiet 
and amazing: "Trust me." It's hot. And then in a different way, so is the sudden stooped, 
dorky smile and posture and accent he puts on, wandering toward the guys with a creepy 
culty air and telling them he can hold the anteroom. "You're big and all, but there's a 
vampire on the loose," one of them reminds him, and he fairly shudders with fake surprise. 
One asks where his stakes are, and he laughs and says, "Dang, | forgot." 


What | am telling you is that Eric Northman says, "Dang." 


A guy sneaks around behind Eric while he glamours a younger dumb hottie to hand over his 
stake, and the guy of course gives in, and the other guy reaches out and Sookie screams, 
"STAKE!" and then it's all sort of a blur: what was like five guys becomes three becomes a 
crippled mess and the youngest one of all, with a stake held to his neck. "Eric!" Sookie yells, 
coming closer: "You don't have to kill him." Eric drops the kid and she drags him to the 
door, where the congregation still throngs. The kid -- who has slid down the wall and is sort 
of wigging -- reminds them that the arrows are made of wood, and they'lII never make it 
through. 


They head through the awesome windowed sanctuary, but Steve's been standing there 
since the alarms went off, and explains that of the many exits, the one they'll be using is the 
one that takes you straight to hell. Luke and the LODI boys come in, from every door, 
covered in every manner of wood and silver and steel, wrapped in chains. | mean to say that 
the Fellowship wear their chains everywhere they go, to stay safe. Sookie tries to talk sense, 
and Steve yells amazingly, "The war has begun, you evil whore of Satan! You vampires cast 
the first stone by killing my family." He's so stuck on that! "The lines have been drawn! 
You're either with us or against us. We are prepared for Armageddon!" 


God, | hate the apocalypse. Ever notice how the only people who ever want to talk to you 
about Revelation or Armageddon are either trash or coked up? It's always dudes who think 
they might be gay, or grad students, or crazy church people, or two of those three. They're 
so tired, or scared, they can't wait for it to end. For me, | can't imagine anything comforting 
about all this -- all this! -- ending. The apocalypse is suicidal ideation, and an inability to 
bear the weight of an infinite and unrecognizable future, but mostly it's just lame. 
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If the apocalypse comes, that means -- for just a small representative sample -- no more 
Diet Coke, no more vodka or cigarettes, no more Peter Cary Peterson, no more anything that 


makes our universe worthwhile. No more Jake Lodwick, for chrissake. No more Bear McCreary. 
I'd never finish Tender Morsels, which is like all 1'm planning on doing tomorrow. No more 
making my day's schedule in Excel and then watching it slowly fall to shit. What's Lady 
Gaga's penis wearing this week? | don't know, we all died. 


Things total are always going to be awesome, even if you're very tired indeed: Infinity is 
always bigger than whatever bullshit is bumming you out right this second. In the last five 
seconds alone you got: 1) aroom with really excellent light and beautiful architecture, 2) 
Alexander Skarsgard's entire body ditto, and 3) Steve Newlin's hair, also ditto. That's like 
ten things, if you count Eric's separate muscle groups. 


Stroppy Stackhouse informs Steve that his prisoner -- a sheriff, mind you, not that she or 
Steve actually understands what that means -- is free, and "bound to send for help." Steve 
doesn't even spare her a glance ("I'm not concerned with Godric!"), just turns to the crowd 
and indicates Eric: any vampire at all will do for the grand celebration, and they got one 
right here. Sookie stares at Eric, Eric stares at a bunch of crazy white people, and bows his 
head while Steve looks on, smiling wildly. 


And then Eric -- Eric Northman, mind you, in case | didn't make that clear -- offers himself. 
Head down. "Brothers and sisters, there will be a holy bonfire at dawn," Steve laughs 
nastily. And | know | always bring Aslan into everything, so I'll spare you, but please. 


Meanwhile Lorena's holding poor old Bellboy Barry against the door, chuckling grossly to 
herself about their sudden room service. "No. Uh, no. | don't do any..." Like they're going to 
be all, "Oh, | assumed you were a hooker. Our bad!" | was going to say working at Carmilla 
was way worse than say working in LA, but this is basically -- from what I've cobbled 
together from sensible sources like Dennis Cooper and Bret Ellis, not to mention my 
somewhat limited experience of pornographic cinema films -- what being a regular bellboy 
is like. 


So | understand why Barry would assume Lorena's confused about his job title not being ho. 
She just loves that he's scared, because his heart is pounding which is probably tastier -- 
and | assume adrenaline in the blood makes it taste scarier also -- and Bill suddenly senses 
that Sookie is having some kind of issue. On top of the getting raped issue from five minutes 
ago, or the getting abducted issue from twenty minutes ago, or any of the other constant 
issues Sookie keeps running into. 
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"That bothersome human," Lorena muses to herself/Barry's face. "Just like an alarm clock 
you can't switch off. Blah, blah, blah, blah, and ten minutes later, blah." If Barry weren't 
mortally terrified you know he'd be like, girl | know. She touches his neck, he's scared, Bill 
gives his classically petulant/aggrieved tone to a gorgeous "! am not hungry" Everything he 
says is like this treasure trove of glove-smacking offense-taking. Although nothing will 
ever beat IT WAS PURE NIHILISM, which I've been screaming now for two weeks. "Julie & 
Julia? | thought you wanted to see The Orphan because you heard the ending was 'effed'," he 
says, long-suffering, and say, "Ah did! BUT IT WAS PURE NIHILISM." 


Lorena, pale and hungry, talks her usual game about how the real Bill is a lot more fun than 
normal Bill, and Barry begs for mercy, and she pops fang and commences eating. But she 


immediately pulls back, noticing something different about Barry. Something in the blood. 
"What are you," she grins, but before he can answer his fairy godmother in the form of Bill 
Compton picks up an entire flatscreen and bashes fuck out of Lorena, grabbing him and 
leaving Lorena in a puddle of her own spreading blood. Ah, old lovers. You can't eat a 
telepathic bellboy with 'em, you can't not live without 'em. 


Next door, Jessica and Hoyt are finally fucking, and it's awesome. There's amoment of 
discomfort, but Jessica hurries him past that, telling him to shut up and keep going, and 
before you know it they are doing a great job. So of course Bill Compton zooms into the 
room yelling, and Jessica pulls the sheets up to her face, beyond mortified, and poor naked 
Hoyt is like, "I don't know what you heard, but those were screams of pleasure," as though 
that's less embarrassing, because he still thinks we're in daughter world, and has no idea 
that Bill could give less of a fuck about Jessica right now because Sookie is in danger for the 
fifteenth time in the last hour. "If you truly care for her," Bill says, which -- as Jessica 
groans with inhuman embarrassment -- is as close to his blessing as he's going to give, 
"You will take her to your car this very moment and drive her back to Bon Temps before the 
sun comes up." Because shit is going so well there: "Lovers," says Lafayette. "Oh shit, 
hooker..." Tara's surprised, sitting in Merlotte's after hours, because normally in these 
two-bit Tarot readings, isn't the Lovers good? 
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(And for free | will tell you: No. Because Eros, Ares and Eris all share a couple of consonants, 
and are siblings, the Lovers are bad news. The Trojan War was basically a big party between 
the three of them, fucking things up for everybody, and the line of blood went for decades 
before that particular chessboard settled down. Eris asked a simple question: "Who do you 
love more?" And the answer was so complicated that before you know it, dads are killing 
their daughters, sons are killing their moms, everybody gets plague like a hundred times, 
Andy Bellefleur getting shanked in the bath and poor Brad Pitt has the worst day ever. The 
Lovers means choosing. Its composition mirrors that of The Devil: a God, a force, stands 
above the field of war with a man and a woman in her hands, daring you to choose. Daring 
you to love. And whatever, whoever you choose, somebody dies. Everybody dies, and we all 
become something we never even knew, before love. There is nothing the slightest bit 
comforting about love: Love rips you apart and puts you back together. Better, if you do it 
right and with eyes open, but that doesn't mean it doesn't hurt like hell.) 


"In this position, it calls for a sacrifice in matters of the heart. You're going to have to make 
achoice." Lafayette drinks and Tara nods: "But it might turn out well, right?" Nope. Not in 
the cards. "You want to see your future?" Lafayette asks, and turns the card. But before we 
can see it, before he can complete the spread, Eggs runs in looking all kinds of a mess. "Tara, 
help me!" 


The card is Justice. Scary, but honest: to overmaster the things that control us means 
controlling ourselves, and learning and loving the things that control us. It's so easy for 
Maryann to say we should just let it go, say fuck it and do what we like. She's God, she 
doesn't give a fuck. It's that easy for her. And it's important, | think, to remember that 
there's nobody watching. Nobody's taking score. But if you start thinking that's significant, 
you start looking for the next line to cross, and the one after that. Once you realize every 
cage is inside another cage, and think that the point is breaking out, you can go out into the 
dark places. Once you realize nobody's in charge, it's easy to forget you always already 
were. 


That's the Devil card: thinking that the darkness you're running toward is any more honest 
than the light. They are both dishonest, and honest -- and scary -- to the same degree. | 
keep saying that Maryann is a good thing in theory, because she's the Lovers card, 
constrained by human thought to the Devil. That's half the story, that it's okay: to lust, to 
fear, to feel rage and to dance, to fuck, to eat, as if nobody's watching. But it's only half the 
story. Ask Jason, whose Maryann was Amy, who taught him he was essentially okay, and to 
do what he willed, just like Maryann with Tara this year, until it went too far. Justice is the 
reminder, from sources beyond you, that you're being an idiot once you go too far that way: 
that there are limits. The human body, the human soul, the human mind: they have limits 
-- anda natural calling toward wholeness -- that gods will never comprehend. 
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All three of them are scared: Eggs, because he's lost time, and Tara because Eggs is scared, 
and Lafayette because he knows bad juju when he sees it and the cards have just redoubled 
his convictions. He all but laid down the Justice card for Jason, before he went missing. He 
takes off, to "cleana grill or something," and Eggs sits down where he just was, shaking. 
Tears stand in her eyes -- he's family, his concerns are hers, that's the thing Maryann has 
taught her through him -- and she's terrified. "What time is it?" he asks. He gets angry, 
he's so scared, and she tells him finally it's 12:10, because apparently Merlotte's closes at 
midnight? Eggs explains that he just lost like two hours, and he's scared to death. He woke 
up by the lake, freezing. She gathers him into her arms, and Lafayette stares, listening, as 
she fairly carries Eggs out of the restaurant, toward home. 


Jason drives up to the front of the church wearing his camp vest, covered with guns and 
things. One of the guys stops him, and he explains that he's LODI: "Came strapped." The 
guy balks until he points to his ring of honesty, and then they're all smiles. "Dude, 
honesty!" he says, and daps him, and takes him into the church. 


| love the ring of honesty, obviously. Everybody should get one. But the thing about 
self-administrated honesty is that you can't honestly believe everybody's being as honest 
as you. Which doesn't actually matter, which is something cults -- the Fellowship and Bon 
Temps equally -- will never understand. Honesty, like compassion, is a duty to ourselves 
only. Do it seriously, without regard to your fellows, and it's a sacrament. Do it wrong, or 
worry about anybody else, and it's profane. | love that show Moment Of Truth, with the lie 
detectors, because when it works it's like watching somebody go through ten years of 
therapy in ten minutes: the worst thing you ever thought, or did, you can admit and still live. 
But you can't ask that of anybody else, for the same reason Matthew says to pray in a closet 
and the same reason Godric's been hanging out in the Fellowship church for who knows how 
long: be honest enough, and it stops being about you altogether. 


Inside the foyer the guy's like, "we got the vamper surrounded, he's got some effing 
fangbanger chick with him," and Jason bristles, and the guy notices he's carrying a 
paintball gun, and Jason literally goes, "Uh oh!" before bomping the guy on the head and 
dragging him into the shadows. 
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Poor old Sam Merlotte is sleeping in his car these days, with a gun in his lap. It's very sad. He 


was so lonely, before Bon Temps, and now he's lonelier than he's ever been. Just like 
Maryann wants. His phone rings and he starts awake, but there's nobody on the line from 


the bar but a breathy smile. Because it's Sam, he immediately heads to Merlotte's and 
walks in -- not dressed like a mouse or a cockroach or anything -- and into the place. The 
freezer door is hanging open; you already know Daphne's body is in there, but the show 
takes its time enjoying the suspense. Her heart has been carved out. 


Sam shivers and whines for a bit, then heads out into the restaurant and grabs a bunch of 
garbage bags. He gets about halfway through bagging up the corpse, nearly crying, before 
the thousand good lessons she taught him reassert themselves, and he remembers that she 
was right: he's not alone, he's never been alone. He can drawa line between the darkness 
and these people, with whom he's chosen to make his life. Evenif the town's gone nuts, he 
can still trust what little authority is left in Bon Temps. He never would have figured this 
out, if it weren't for Daphne, and it's the most important moment in the story so far, for 
him: Daphne laughed at their ways, but she taught him to love them, by teaching him he 
wasn't alone anymore. He has a choice, and she gave him that. He doesn't have to rely on 
fear and childish cover-ups anymore: all he has to do is call the sheriff's office, and tell 
them what's happened. He dials, and before he can speak -- like a miracle -- they've 
already arrived. 


Maryann sautés onions, celery and carrots, adds some wine or something that bringsit toa 
flame. She picks up Daphne's heart and massages it, blood dripping. She's wearing Gran's 
dress and that mole that's always so prominent when she's wearing Gran's dress and dickie. 
She cuts the heart into chunks, spongy and terrible, singing to herself, blood everywhere, 
fresh spices from the garden. They go into the veggies on the stovetop, her hands covered in 
blood. They sizzle. 


Eric sizzles, bound in silver, groaning on the altar. "You see? Just as our Lord our savior was 
betrayed for thirty pieces of silver, a few ounces of silver can betray a child of Satan to the 
world!" Sookie screams, exasperated, that this doesn't even make sense, and asks how any 
of them can listen to him. She's always been strange, she's always lived in the strangest 
world: how can she possibly understand how afraid they are? How afraid they've been, for 
two years, watching the world stop making sense around them. Death and life, inverted. 
Murder and sex twisted into beauty, in a world that already terrified them. 
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Any other week | maybe wouldn't feel so compassionate, toward the Fellowship, but I just 
spent the last 36 hours watching people driven mad, murderously mad, by their own racist, 
crazy stuff, whipped into a frenzy by powers that don't care about them, and know they're 
past caring if they even understand what's behind the fear. Health care is the new gay 
marriage. Insome ways it's stupider -- mostly it's less stupid, because nothing is stupider 
than fighting about gay marriage -- but all of it acts on nothing approaching facts or 
common sense. The birthers, the deathers, they scream the most appalling imaginary 
things, and none of them can tell you why they're so angry: just that something precious is 
being taken away from them. And something is. I'm not denying that. Something precious 
is being taken away from these people, whether or not | agree with it. And that's sad; it 
makes me sad to think of what that must be like. It's super fucked up, but mostly it's scary 
and sad. 


And part of me says, " You've finally opted out of the conversation altogether, and would 
prefer to sit in the corner and shit yourself, so we're going to ignore you while we fix the 
mess you made." And somebody said, "This is what the Democrats want: for birthers and 


deathers to shit themselves and act appalling, so that independents will flee left." And that 
was almost culpable, in fact: that the left would use that rhetoric knowing it would whip the 
useful idiots of the right into a hateful terrified frenzy. But then | remembered that we're 
adults, and no amount of rhetoric or editing can make somebody bring a gun to an 
appearance of the president. So now, | don't know. I've always touted the fact of a single 
America -- that Jason Stackhouse is your brother, that Luke and Steve and Sarah are your 
blood -- to justify my compassion, my conservative tendencies, to say that what we all have 
in common is so much greater than what we might not have in common. But this week has 
been hard, and I'm sorry. 


The reason | was so excited about this show last summer was that it was literally about 
getting a front row seat in aculture in the midst of great, impossible, terrible and wonderful 
change. The Great Revelation created the Fellowship of the Sun; the roots of the Fellowship 
created the Great Revelation. But making that statement in the months before the election, 
knowing | was about to get a hot black president, was a much more self-satisfied statement 
than it is now. It's also about being front-row for somebody else's apocalypse. Bon Temps 
is scary. Dallas is scary. The whole world these people knew self-destructed two years ago, 
and they have only begun to go crazy about that. The vampires owed them better. We owe 
them better. 
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The Justice card says everything flips over, but that doesn't mean we can't be kind to the 
ones caught in the middle. The difficulty of that -- the harder it is to love them, while they 
express their trauma inthe language they know -- has the same diameter as our own 
capability for compassion. It's not hate the Fellowship is expressing: It's fear. It's the 
bleeding childhood screams of the Bon Temps zombies, when Sam ran from the sacrifice: 
the stark raving existential pain of learning that the world has broken. Somebody said once 
that the whole memory of Eden, the Fall and everything after, comes to us not genetically 
but from the first time you cried out for your mother, and she wasn't there. It's arip in the 
world, a deformity of nature. Nobody ever chose to be a villain. 


"| offer myself, in exchange for Godric's freedom," says Eric, bound on the altar in silver 
chains, while the LODI flunkies hold Sookie back, "And the girl's as well." Steve nods, and 
calls him noble. "But she's just as culpable as you are. She's a traitor to her race." He turns 
to the crowd; any opportunity to preach the Word. "The human race. She hardly deserves 
mercy!" Steve leans down, fully warmed up. "Maybe we should tie her to you so you can 
meet the Sun together. Bet this marshmallow would roast up nicely..." 


There are screams, and booming. And dorky Bill, running in a second too late as always. 
Steve holds a gun to Sookie's head. "One more step, vampire, and the girl dies." Bill 
promises her death will signal the death of everyone there, and | believe him. "Honestly, 
what do they see in you?" Steve says offhandedly (and awesomely!) before ordering silver 
chains for Bill as well. They have them, ready to hand; they carry their chains with them 
everywhere they go. 


"Newlin!" rings out Jason's voice from somewhere in the transepts, and a green paintball 
squidges angrily onto Steve's hand. "Let her go, fuckwad!" He nails Steve again in the 
forehead, tossing him back. Bill tosses the LODIs aside and grabs her, but she immediately 
runs to the altar to save Eric, pulling at the chains and the smoking flesh that tears away 
with them. Eric is immediately at Steve's throat, popping fang as his wounds close. He 


throws Steve down, onto the steps below the apse, deaf to their cries. "Kill him! Kill the 
motherfucker!" shouts Jason as the LODIs grab and snatch at him. His heart, even after all 
this, is still capable of breaking. Steve promised to be the father he never had; something 
more yet. His maker. 


-- Page 12 -- 


"Go ahead. Murder us. Murder us before God. We are willing to die." Ahundred 
super-zooming vampire sounds echo through the sanctuary, and Stan enters with an army 
of vampires, tacky-looking and hungry. | swear | thought this would all have happened in 
the finale. This whole thing is like watching ten episodes on fast forward. " You have pushed 
us too far," Stan calls to him. "You expect us to sit on our thumbs while you round up your 
men to come lynch us? We'll kill you first." There's a silence; it echoes: "Same way we did 
your father." Bill is sad and Sookie is grossed out; they both suspected. "Murderer!" Steve 
calls out, still on his back, and Stan gives his sudden army the signal. They take hold of the 
Fellowship, fangs bared. Sookie calls out, "Bill! Eric! Stop them!" but Bill just wants to 
bounce. Then a voice rings out. 


Godric stands on balcony before the organ pipes, looking small and looking large. 
Everything stops. "Enough! You came for me, | assume. Underling?" Stan looks up from one 
man's throat. "Yeah, Sheriff," he grunts. "These people have not harmed me. You see? We 
can coexist. Mr. Newlin?" He's still on the steps. "I do not wish to create bloodshed where 
none is called for." Stan nearly bursts into tears at this point. "Help me set an example. If 
we leave you in peace, will you do the same?" Steve rises to his knees, green splashed across 
his forehead: "I will not negotiate with subhumans. Kill me. Do it. Jesus will protect me." 


Godric shrugs. "I'm actually older than your Jesus. | wish | could have known him, but | 
missed it."" He zooms down to Steve, holding him by the scruff, like a kitten: "Good people, 
his voice rings out, "Who of you is willing to die for this man's madness?" The Fellowship 
stare at him. "That's what | thought. Stand down, everyone." Stan sadly lets the people go, 
and the situation deflates. They mill around, leaving the sanctuary, and Sookie buries her 
head in Bill's shoulder, as he murmurs comforting nothings into her ear. Steve begs them, 
on his knees, not to leave. Not to leave this task to him alone, after all this time. "I daresay 
my faith in humankind is stronger than yours," Godric smiles. Luke stares at him, before 
leaving, and Godric calls his army to him, to leave. Stan puts up a fight, but Godric simply 
repeats his request -- "Come" -- and he snarls quietly to himself, and goes, with a funny 
nod from Jason as they pass in the aisle. 


Eric immediately approaches Sookie to make sure she's okay, and Bill snarls at him to leave 
with Godric. Jasonruns to his sister, wrapping her in his arms, begging for her forgiveness. 
She asks what the eff he was even thinking joining a vampire-hating cult, and he's like, "I 
know, right?" He points at Steve, explaining that "that son of a bitch sucked out my brain" 
and planted either "all these little babies" or "his own babies" in there. 
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Steve finally stands up straight, with a whole speech about who is going to heaven and 
who's going to hell, and Jason -- with the attitude of the truly disappointed and bitter -- 
squares his shoulders and looks directly into his eyes: "| reckon I've already been to heaven. 
It was inside your wife." He is proud, and happy, to have the burden lifted. Steve's shocked, 
and he punches him, throwing the honesty ring in his face with a lot of trashtalking. They 


leave -- Jason, Sookie, Bill, this strange little family -- and Steve holds tight to Jason's ring, 
all alone. 


Sam sits at the bar with Kenya and Bud, trying to figure out how they showed up at the same 
time he did. It's obviously a setup, but Bud won't tell him who the anonymous caller was, 
and Kenya points out that he was known to be dating Daphne. They jump on him when he 
admits they broke up, but he's not about to tell them the details there because it would 
make him look Andy amounts of crazy, so they start drawing the picture for him. It's pretty 
convincing: second lady in two weeks to turn up on his property with her heart carved out, 
for starters. Bud mentions how his waitresses tend to end up dead, and Sam whines that 
they already caught that killer. "Come on! Bud, Kenya, listen to yourselves. You know me..." 
he says, but Bud points out that Sam has no history and no paper trail, due to having come 
into town in the form of an adorable dog with a giant bag of cash. 


Just when you are wondering how Sam's going to wriggle out of that one for the fiftieth 
time, Andy Bellefleur shows up to make sure he doesn't. He tries to defend Sam, having held 
onto his police radio and knowing that they were investigating him, but just makes 
everything sound ten times worse. And funnier! "Sam's not the one you want. He's a victim. 
| saw him nearly get killed last night." By who? "The bull!" (Bud explains about how Andy is 
crazy and keeps talking about bulls.) "With claws! A bull! In a dress, with claws!" Bud's like, 
",,.And we're done," but Kenya -- after I'm sure years of Andy being his former dickhead 
self -- is more than willing to take him down just in case. 


"And your vic, that vic you got in there? She was part of the whole group of crazy people that 
was trying to get him. | tried to fight them off, but..." He holds up his giantly casted arm. 
"War wound! I'm corroborating here, Sam. Tell them. Help me!" Sam points out that if Sam 
were telling him this story, Andy would probably punch his face in, and whatever you think 
Andy looks like when he makes that sad face, it's like twice that sad, because he knows how 
crazy and unhelpful he's being, but he still can't help himself. 


-- Page 14 -- 


Tara holds Eggs on the couch, hurriedly explaining that both she and Arlene have blacked 
out recently, so maybe there's a gas leak or something. Eggs brings up the screaming 
testimony of Andy Bellefleur, about how they are all secretly devil worshippers, but she 
laughs that off because in the whole town he's the only one you know is nuts. "Tara, | got 
this sick feeling | did something real bad," Eggs says, terrified, and just like that Maryann 
appears. 


"Hope I'm not interrupting!" They try to chill out, and offer a vague (but not vague enough) 
thing about how they're trying to piece the last couple days back together. Maryann nods 
sympathetically, and offers the theory that they need to chill out and lay off the partying for 
awhile. She puts forward this plan, nodding sharply, and then shrieks, clapping, "Hey! 
Snack's ready!" They sit at the table and she brings out a wildly delicious looking tart, which 
smells delightful it would seem, and sets it down on the table: a hunter's soufflé. Eggs 
wonders about that, but doesn't point out that it's nothing like a soufflé. 


Maryann sits down to watch as Tara cuts into the tart, and blood pools around her knife 
marks. She serves a piece on Gran's best crystal, and he serves her a bite with his fork. 
"Goddamn!" she exclaims, with pleasure. "What is in there? Is that the rabbit you caught?" 
Well yes, among other things. Like Daphne! They gorge themselves, under her watchful eye, 


moving quickly beyond words until they're simply moaning and smiling, grateful, pointing 
at the delicious bloody meal while Maryann watches, laughing with them. 


Party at Godric's nest! Arandom thanks him for returning, and then Stan is next in the 
receiving line, which is formal and kind of stressful, and then Jason, who apologizes for the 
Fellowship once again. Godric swallows several times, as Jason speaks, and his eyes travel 
along the length of him; when he turns to go Godric speaks up: " You helped save many lives 
today, Mr. Stackhouse. Please know you have friends in this area whenever you visit." Jason 
jokes that he will never fucking come back to Dallas, essentially, and though he meansitina 
friendly way Godric just watches him standing there, taking no offense. 


In the middle of Godric's house is a fireplace, around which everything revolves. In one 
hallway, Jason runs into Eric, who's been waiting in the shadows. "Hail the conquering 
hero," Eric says, very still, not showing his jealousy enough for Jason to see it. "Aw, no. I'm 
no hero." Eric says that yes, in Area IX he most certainly is. "But in my Area we know you 
well: as a buyer and user of vampire blood. And that's a very grave offense." 


== Page 15 -= 


Jason's embarrassed, honestly explaining he's off the stuff. Eric calls it even, and Jason's 
relieved to take off, but Eric looks him in the eye: "But you won't be doing it again." Jason 
nods, says yeah, and then along with Eric corrects himself: "...No. Got it." Eric calls hima 
good boy, and tells him to run along, and Jason's terrified, running along, and when he's 
gone Eric smiles widely to himself. Things that are important to Sookie, he finds curious. He 
owns Lafayette outright now, blood and body; what to do with the brother? 


Sookie thanks a Dallas vampire for her white coat -- which is totally adorable, and one of 
the only acceptable pieces of clothing she's ever worn -- and then turns to Bill, asking him 
why he's avoiding her. He tries to put her off a couple times, but she points out that after 
two days in the basement, and the attack, it's a valid question. "Every time I've needed you, 
you've always come running, even in broad daylight. What kept you?" 


Moyer plays this exactly right, because what this is about is Lorena, which is the ex-wife 
conversation in this context, and she's an ex-wife Sookie doesn't even know about. So 
instead of playing it all deep and weird like a vampire thing, it's just totally awkward and not 
wanting to get into how he spent two nights with his ex listening to Sookie scream, not least 
because that means Lorena is stronger than him, which even if you know about makers still 
diminishes him as the Bill Compton they both love, which is the whole antebellum vision of 
chivalry and strength that he's been clinging to for hundreds of years and to which, as this is 
the man she loves, Sookie must also cling. He's not a sexist, he's just a dead thing, 
animated, with very few clues as to how to be. No matter how much darkness -- or how 
much alittle darkness would improve his essential dorkiness -- they both need him to be 
William Compton, and born as clean as Sookie was the day they met. 


"Uh, | was held..." Sookie takes about two hops on the pond to get to Eric, and the second 
she says his name he muppets up out of nowhere ("mmmmmme") and starts flirting 
outrageously. Sookie bitches fearlessly at him for letting her walk into a trap, and shut up 
because she knows damn well that rescuing Godric was more important than her life. "The 
bond between a vampire and his maker is stronger than you can imagine. Perhaps one day 
you'll find out." Or, you know, tonight. He says it like she's going to end up pregnant witha 
sparkly demon baby, leaping over tall trees in a single bound, but he's talking about Lorena. 


Bill snarls equally at both valences, and Eric grins from both to both: Godric's home, bitches! 
Fuck it! 


-- Page 16 -- 


Hoyt feels funny about making out in Bill's house, after last time, but Jessica assures him 
several times that they're fine -- and it's two hours to dawn -- before dropping her panties 
and shoving him vamp-strong onto the couch. She's turned on by the chance they'll be 
caught, she's turned on by him snapping the buttons of his shirt open as she reassures him, 
she's turned on by the act of dropping those panties with the skirt still on, she's turned on 
by the feeling of stripping off her shirt, and straddling him. He moans as she kisses his neck. 
"I've never wanted anything so bad in my life," she groans, elated. He nods, beautiful: he 
knows. They begin to make love; he smiles when her fangs pop out. 


Amoment later and she's crying out in pain. She's confused -- wasn't that a one-time 
deal? -- but by the time he's noticing the blood on his dick she's figured it out. Hard-won 
territory. Her sister's name is Eden. Her father gave the door a voice that said, "Fault," every 
time anybody entered or left. Her sister has a problem with hair. And the belt, when you 
were nasty. Around the neck, when it was too much. This whole life, wall coming down 
between your mind, your perfect soul, and your imperfect body. 


And then the monsters came, and killed her: broke through that thin membrane and took 
her blood. And she woke in the arms of a monster, and they told her she was above all that, 
now: an angel, beyond death, whose body is meant only for pleasure. And all that pain and 
fear and shame was ridiculous, because it was exactly what it was: alie, a dream, a trick. 
More about him than it ever was about her. She could do anything, wear anything, say words 
you'd never think of saying. Kill, or love. Anything. Nobody was watching. 


Even Bill, passing his own shame and self-hatred down the lines of blood, couldn't stop her, 
not once she found love. Not once love took her apart, and put her back together better. 
She'd realized something, that perfect moment just a few hours ago, with soup-scented 
candles and rose petals on the bed, Hoyt's beautiful strong body telling her she was: 
Perfect, perfect, perfect. All the beautiful work they did, and all the signs their bodies made, 
spelling out one truth she'd never known: She was made for love. Not for hate, never for 
fear. Always, already pure, with noroom for shame at all. 


"No!" she screams now. She doesn't shove him away, with her body's new strength; she 
retreats into it, while he stares on. What if he was right? What if your body is the enemy 
after all? She knows it just grew back -- vampire physiology, everything heals, she knows 
this -- but that's not what she's screaming now. There's a part of her asking, What if he was 
right? Hoyt tries desperately to fix it, anything -- "It's gonna be beautiful," he says 
sweetly, unsure: "Every time will be like our first time" -- and she nearly spits. "It'll hurt 
like hell. I'ma fucking deformity of nature. I'm gonna be a virgin forever." Just like daddy 
always wanted. 


-- Page 17 -- 


Jessica buries her head in the doorframe, and he watches her silently, afraid, knowing that 
whatever he says next is the most important thing he will ever say. How can he tell her that 
she's perfect, when everything conspires against it? The stretch of her neck, her white 
shoulders like wings, bending to the curve, like a song, every muscle under the skin, made 


for love. Beautiful, perfect, just like this? How can he remind her what they just taught each 
other tonight, that their bodies were made for love, when every nerve is screaming out? 
How can he welcome her back to that strange, lovely territory they discovered together, 
claimed together, when it's turned so perfectly hostile again? How can you look at 
someone's Eden, grown thick with thorns, and say anything at all? How can you bear 
witness to somebody else's apocalypse, and not fall alongside them? 


Bill grabs Eric's arm ina hallway, which they both acknowledge is unpleasant, and Bill tells 
Eric for approximately the millionth time that Eric must cease all contact with Sookie, 
immediately. Eric laughs at him. "Calling in my maker because you couldn't win Sookie for 
yourself? It's feeble and desperate, even for you." Eric grins, sexy and scary and overjoyed: 
"Are you picking a fight?" Bill swears that she'll never be his. "And there is nothing you can 
do. In this, you are powerless. Accept it." He then pulls out a red flag and waves it in front of 
Eric's face, while making chicken noises, and slaps him across the face with a satin glove, 
just in case Eric was thinking of leaving it alone. Oh, Billy. 


Jason's actually trying on Stan's black cowboy hat when Isabel comes in, bloody tears 
drying on her face, and tosses Hugo onto the floor before Godric. "He's your human, is he 
not?" She nearly breaks into tears, admitting her failure; when he asks if she loves him, she 
does start crying. Bill and Sookie stare at each other, across the crowd. Hugo kneels as she 
weeps. "It appears you love him still," Godric smiles, grossing out Stan, and she cringes in 
embarrassment, apologizing for the thought. And Godric lets him go, much to Stan's 
dismay. He sends Eric away with Hugo, even as Stan wigs out, but underscores his verdict. 


Around the corner, Sookie's all over Bill's ass. Naturally, he thinks she's asking about Hugo, 
but that doesn't have anything to do with Sookie, specifically her relationship with Bill, so 
like she cares. "...Eric. Why are you talking to him if he kidnapped you?" He starts to explain 
that it wasn't Eric, and just when you're interested to see just how slithery he's going to get 
about the Lorena issue, Jason appears and drags Bill away, out into Godric's garden, with 
Sookie looking astounded that anybody would dare interrupt yet another interminable 
conversation about the logistics of their relationship. 


-- Page 18 -- 


Bud brings Sam to a jail cell, pointing out that if somebody/thing is after him, jail's probably 
the best place. Next cell over, Jane Bodehouse is looking fucked as usual. "I'd come down 
and give you a hug, but I lost my pants!" she giggles, with the assorted hos in there with her. 
Kenya notes that shit is crazy, and presumes that it's a full moon. "Pretty sure it's not," 
says Sam, who is probably the town authority on that. Mike Spencer's in another cell, and it 
doesn't take much prying to learn that he's there for sodomy, specifically for fucking a pine 
tree. Sam, who has seen a lot in his lifetime, is no less amazed than you or | would be by this 
information. "What'd you do that for?" he asks, jaw hanging open, and Mike's answer is the 
usual. He blacked out, but has the sort of scratches on his pecker that one might associate 
with pine tree-fucking. Bud wants nothing to do with any of this, and tells everybody to 
shut up and locks Sam in. 


On Godric's backyard lawn Jason asks Bill's forgiveness, with such intensity that Bill's 
bewildered. "Uh, you love my sister, and, uh, there ain't no reason why you shouldn't be 
able to." Bill nods, wondering if this is honestly what they're talking about. "All this time, | 
let my own stupid ignorance stand in the way." Bill plasters on that terrifying, sweet creepy 
smile he laid on so thick with Adele when she was alive, and thanks Jason for saving them 


all. "After all | did to fuck everything up, that's the least | can do. I'm... I'm just sorry it took 
me so long to wake up to it." 


Bill gives him a condescending nod -- "Well, you did. Just in time" -- but you know Jason 
Stackhouse's heart, it's like this, and his chest, while finely proportioned, is still only 

about this big, so in order to equalize the pressure he hurls himself onto Bill, who looks like 
he's going to pass out, and hugs the shit out of him the way only a Stackhouse invading your 
personal space can do. It's maybe the sweetest thing that ever happened not involving Hoyt 
or Jessica; definitely the most awkward, categorically. He finally steps back, and Bill gets his 
breath. "Well, was that... Okay for you?" Bill's so weirded out that he's just like, Yeah? It 
was fine? | think people should hug Bill Compton more often, because A) Lord does he need 
it, and B) even though a Jason hug is like ten times the power of a normal hug, it still 
shouldn't blow your mind that much. 


Isabel thinks about approaching Godric, and doesn't. It's interesting, but goes by ina flash, 
and then there's Eric nodding the woman with him aside and kneeling immediately at 
Godric's side, so that their heads are equal. He's told Hugo to keep driving until he hits 
Mexico, maybe glamoured | can't tell because Eric is so way smooth, and then he starts right 
back in on the yenta trip about whether Godric's eaten. "I've arranged for an AB- human for 
you. Extremely rare?" Tired old Godric thanks him, but says again that he's not hungry. 


-- Page 19 -- 


"You have to feed eventually," Eric says indulgently. That whole "be my father and my son 
and my lover" thing a thousand years ago was not a joke, dude. He keeps code-switching 
like a bitch and turning into somebody new, and Godric just bends around it. Eric starts 
getting sad, when Godric won't respond or smile or even look at him, so he goes for it: "Why 
wouldn't you leave when | first came for you?" Godric shakes his head, almost 
imperceptibly. "They didn't treat me badly. You'd be shocked at how ordinary most of them 
are." Eric's incensed, as caught in the rhetoric as they are: "They do nothing but fan the 
flames of hatred for us!" 


Godric is... Unendingly sad: "Let's be honest. We are frightening. After thousands of years, 
we haven't evolved. We've only grown more brutal, more predatory." Eric actually thinks 
about that. "| don't see the danger in treating humans as equals. The Fellowship of the Sun 
arose because we never did so." Eric swallows, asking if that's why he didn't fight. "I could 
have killed every last one of them within minutes," Godric assures him. "And what would 
that have proven?" 


Power, and strength, are about not using them. Having them. Stewardship, not ownership. 
Godric knows that better than any of us; perhaps he's lost sight of the essential truth that 
we don't judge and we don't shrive, that our worth isn't determined by our worst sin any 
more than our greatest kindness. He's seen more than most; he's seen more than anybody 
we know. He's seen two thousand years of vampire culture get scarier and uglier and more 
selfish; he's seen two thousand years of human culture do the same thing. The parallel is 
there, but it comes down to this: strength is not about using it. That turns to abuse, to 
horrors we can't name. It rots. 


But then, if you've spent those years feeling powerless, that's not to say there's not a 
certain delirium in taking the machine out for a ride every now and then. Tara and Eggs sit in 
the aftermath of their meal, blood everywhere on the table, still laughing. Eggs stands upin 


the middle of the conversation, feeling strong. He stretches his muscles and Tara purrs 
appreciatively; he feels so much like a superhero that he tears his shirt in half. "| feel 
invincible, you know? Like nobody could even hurt me." 


Tara smiles. "| hate you." Maryann listens, in the kitchen. "I fucking hate your guts." He 
nods, feeling it. "You fucking bitch, | fucking hate you too." He picks her up by the throat, 
shaking her softly, and kisses her mouth. She smiles, and slaps him across the face, while 
Maryann laughs in the other room, watching. He begs for more; she kicks him in the groin 
eventually, and he sends her sprawling with a fist. Their eyes go black. He hits her so hard 
she falls into a chair, and she shoves him down onto the ground finally, growling and horny, 
and with black eyes they groan and fuck, and Maryann finishes off the wine, grinning 
affectionately. 


-- Page 20 -- 


Everybody's got aline. This is mine: Bodies are fragile. Yours might have been last week -- 
hell, it might not be till next week -- but everybody's childhood is a horror story of one kind 
or another, and Lettie Mae is mine. The apocalypse unfolding is this: you can drawa line 
from that first neverending dinner at Merlotte's, to the smashcake party, to the yard orgy, 
to this: one line after the other, getting crossed. First comes the dancing, then comes the 
fucking, and before you know it you're six degrees from anywhere Kevin Bacon would ever 
wanna be seen. Then seven, then eight, and on into the dark places. That's where she lives. 
That's where she's just visiting from. 


Somebody in boots gets out of a car and walks slowly toward Godric's nest. That can't be 
good. But even still, it would be better than Lorena showing up, which is precisely what 
happens. Her dress is amazing, red as red, but her hair is gathered on her head in that loaf | 
don't like. She interrupts Sookie's conversation and then refuses to introduce herself, 
saying only that she "practically made" their mutual friend "what he is today." Bill runs up, 
angry and scared, and she throws her weight around for awhile about how Sookie is a little 
kid and stupid and whatever, and finally cuts loose about how they spent the last two nights 
together in Sookie's hotel room. Sookie's eyes basically cross at this information. Then 
Lorena gives an awesome little speech: "Did you know your boyfriend hit me over the head 
with a 52-inch plasma television earlier tonight? Everyone says they're so thin and light, 
but let me tell you, when wielded properly, it's quite a weapon." 


Sookie is startled by this information, and Bill tries to get her to leave, but she points out 
that if Bill pulled the same shit with Sookie she'd probably die: "There's no excuse for 
domestic violence..." she grins, linking back both to the last scene and to their history 
together. Bill finally explains that she was holding him prisoner, but Lorena plays this off. 
She gets all flirty, reaching out for his arm and talking about how "old lovers" can 
sometimes get heated, and Sookie finally grabs her arm, telling her to lay off. Stan is, of 
course, overjoyed, but Jason's worried that Sookie is biting off more than she can chew here, 
so to speak. Lorena acts condescending, and tells her she can't win, and Sookie realizes that 
means she just did. 


"Bill chose me. And yet you still won't give up. Don't you have any shame?" That's hardcore 
and awesome enough that Bill actually shrieks in fear, and Lorena tells her to get lost, 
coming around to him and talking about how they still love each other. "YOU'VE GONE 
MAD!" he screams, and Sookie gets all up in her grill. "Maybe you do love him. Who am | to 
guess? But he doesn't love you. He never has. And that, we both know." Only the classiness 


of Dallas vampires prohibits a round of applause or OOOOOHs or "No she didn't!" Lorena 
pops fang, Stan gets all excited, and then after a bit of shit-talking, Sookie screams, "Go 
find someone else, you fucking bitch! You've lost this one!" Which is awesome on many 
levels, not the least of which being the fact that she doesn't even know that's exactly what 
Bill said a second ago to Eric, so Lorena picks her up with like one hand and puts her on the 
kitchen island and prepares to eat her entire face. 


-- Page 21 -- 


There is a sudden pressure, bearing down on the room. Earpopping. It's maybe the coolest 
sound effect ever, because it's entirely too simple to consider in the moment -- in fact, they 
could be using it all the time and we just never noticed -- but so evocative. The only thing | 
can compare it to is the hornet-whine in the background of the bridge in that song "Possum 
Kingdom," which goes for like fifty bars before suddenly swooping down and becoming the 
riff of the song, that you didn't even notice until it was too late. That's Godric, holding 
Lorena by the throat; holding them all in the palm of his hand, pressing down on them out of 
the sky. | mean to say -- and my speakers are good but not that good -- | literally felt like 
the ceiling was much closer to my head than normal, and didn't know why. It is oppressive. 
"Retract your fangs. Now." She does. Bill grabs Sookie as Godric forces Lorena back and into 
achair. "| neither know nor care who you are. But in this Area -- and certainly in this nest -- 
lam the authority. Do you understand?" She shivers, and submits, and the pressure lifts. So 
awesome! 


"This human has proven herself to be a courageous and loyal friend to our kind," he says 
carefully, gesturing at Sookie. "And yet you treat her like a child does a dragonfly, pulling off 
wings for sport." There are tears in her eyes; he's too honest. "No wonder they hate us." 
Lorena whines, frustrated, that she was provoked; she wasn't, but | can see it feeling that 
way. "And you provoked me," he says, leaning into her face. "You disrupted the peace in my 
own home. | could snap you like a twig." Lorena considers how maybe he will. Maybe she 
wants it. Maybe she's that tired, or ashamed. 


"Yet | haven't. And why is that?" She gets it, nodding: "It's your choice." They are 
everywhere, he's saying. Our path is littered with them. But we keep doing the same stupid 
shit we were doing when we were alive. Tara's mother used to hit her, he's saying. It's your 
choice. Always your choice. You're the one writing the story. That's not comforting, it's 
terrifying. 


(All signs are vital: "In this position, it calls for a sacrifice in matters of the heart. You're 
going to have to make a choice. You want to see your future?") 


But that's somebody else's apocalypse. This is hers: "You're an old vampire, | can tell. 
You've had hundreds of years to better yourself, yet you haven't. You are still a savage, and | 
fear for all of us, humans and vampires, if this behavior persists." The Justice card says if you 
don't make a choice, it'll be made for you. "You," Godric says quietly, and Bill stands at 
attention. "You seem to know her?" He's ashamed, mostly for her; Godric tells him to get 
her out of the Area by dawn, and she nods, embarrassed. 


-- Page 22 -- 


"| don't know how it got this way," Lorena says in the parking lot, the bloody tears running 
down hot now. "I can't help it that I still love you. You know | do. But nowit's become 


nothing but a constant humiliation." Bill is cheated out so you know it's meaningful: "The 
pain that you suffer you've inflicted upon yourself." She carries her chains with her; she's 
the one writing the story. "When will we see each other again?" she asks, in her most 
careless voice, and he tells her never. She stands up straight, smiling, trying to be proud: 
"We're immortal. Our paths are bound to cross eventually." You want to see your future? 


Inside, Jason's flirting with a cute Asian vampire chick when those boots come clomping 
into the room; it's Luke, wearing a bulky trenchcoat, walking stiffly. He strong-arms Jason 
away from his body, snarling; still after all this, he loves him. He pushes him away: this isn't 
Jason's apocalypse. 


"Excuse me, everyone," he says, and the whole room goes quiet. The quietest room 
Sookie's ever been in goes dead. Jason stands in the hallway by the fireplace, a few yards 
away. Godric and Isabel come out of the reception room, looking worried, on the other side 
of the kitchen. Bill's outside. Sookie and Eric stand on the other side of the crowd, staring in 
horror. "If | could have your attention. My name is Luke McDonald." Stan stands up, coming 
closer. "I'm amember of the Fellowship of the Sun. And | have a message for you all from 
Reverend Steve Newlin." And he opens that coat, and he's come strapped: stakes of wood, 
chains and stakes of silver, criss-crossing his body over the bomb. Which he detonates, 
shining brightly as the sun. 


THE SECRET HISTORY 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 2 | Episode 9 | Aired on 08.14.2009 


! Will Rise Up - Maryann's angry, Tara is lost, Eric is very naked, and Godric solves the Dallas problem or 
something. 


In the aftermath of Luke's suicide bombing -- which killed Stan and some randoms -- we 
learn that Eric threw himself in front of Sookie before the blast. Aww. Then, he tricks her 
into sucking some shrapnel out of his wounds, creating a blood bond that causes Bill to act 
even more like Bill than usual, but for good reason. One brain-blisteringly hot dream 
sequence about Eric later, Sookie stays up with Jason talking about how much they love 
each other, and other fun stuff like: their thousand dead family members, the fact that 
Jason is not actually functionally retarded, and the fact that having the town weirdo as your 
sister can be difficult. 


Back in Bon Temps, everything is going to hell. Hoyt decides to man up and make his mom 
be nice to Jessica. That goes terribly. Eggs and Tara try to pull it together after their little 
bout of ultraviolence, which not only goes terribly but lasts about three seconds. Maryann 
gives a fairly effective speech about how and why she became a maenad, drinks herself 
crazy, storms through town ona Dark Willow tear, lets the orgy zombies out of jail, and 
presides over a four-way cage match between Tara, Eggs, Lafayette and Lettie Mae. All 
while looking fabulous. 


Tara's family eventually kidnaps her -- screaming like an insane person, black eyes, the 
whole deal -- but Maryann doesn't worry. At this point, | don't guess it matters where you 
are in Bon Temps, you're still in Maryann's clutches. Unless you're Sam, in which case you 
transform into a housefly, spy on everybody for awhile, and show up naked at Andy 
Bellefleur's motel. 


Nan Flanagan -- who seems to be the vampire Darth Vader in that her job is unclear but 
related to her awesomeness -- comes to Dallas fresh from one more fight-by-satellite with 
the rapidly encrazening Newlins to tell everybody how totally stupid they are. Eric's fine 
with the trash talk, because he thinks everybody's totally stupid too, until she talks shit to 
Godric, and then he goes apeshit. Godric, of course, calms everybody down, then... Signs 
over his sheriffhood to poor old Isabel, says goodbye to a truly devastated Eric, and spends 
his last moments before meeting the dawn with Sookie, on the roof of the Hotel Carmilla. 
Which apparently fixes everything somehow. Next week: Dallas people return to Bon 
Temps; are appalled. 


Want more? The full recap starts right below! 


Asecond ago Luke shoved Jason out of the way and then yelled at everybody in Godric's 
house, so Sookie stood up all worried and outside, Lorena was crying, and Bill explained to 
her that it didn't matter if their immortal paths crossed again, because she was dead to him. 
Lorena said, "I wish you hadn't said that," ina regretful way that made it seem like a 
promise or a threat, and zoomed off down the street. Then everybody blew up and Bill 
zoomed inside, where there were just dead people, bloody people, and guts on the walls. 


Eric's in the middle of the smoke and sparks, lying on top of Sookie, and when Bill takes her 
hand and she simpers ina daze, Eric points out that he totally jumped in front of her likea 
pimp, and she's fine. He groans and tells Bill to go get the other LODIs, so Bill zooms back 
into the street and pulls one of them out of a truck while the other one drives away 
screaming like a lunatic. Bill throws the kid down in the street and he's like, "We didn't 
actually think he would blow himself up," but Bill doesn't really care about that because 
Sookie is... Just fine... So he bites the kid. 


Godric and Isabel come out into the horrors, and she goes around pulling bits of shrapnel 
and silver from their bodies and checking the vitals on the blowed-up humans. Godric 
stands in the middle of the carnage feeling totally bad. Over on the side, Sookie finally 
pushes Eric off herself, because he is gigantic and she is tiny. She spots Jason, dazed, 
through the fireplace, and he gives her the thumbs up. Everybody's really dirty and gross. 
She looks down at Eric, who looks like hell, and she goes, "Uh oh!" He groans about how he 
had to save her, and he's like, "But | had to save you!" She tells him to stop effing around 
and heal himself, and he says he can't because of the silver. She offers to go get Godric to fix 
him, and he tells her there's no time: She has to suck it out. "Eric, | can't!" she says 
reasonably. "It's too gross. And it's you." 


Eric very dramatically falls back and does the whole dying/unable to finish a sentence thing 
you do when you're totally faking, and then pretends to pass out, and she goes, "Son of 

a mother," and sucks on his neck for awhile. His eyes sort of cross, but not because he's 
dying. She pulls her head up finally and spits the chunk of metal onto the floor, hilarious and 
manic and covered in blood, and he tells her there's another one. She protests for a second, 
then pulls down his racerback and sucks on his chest for awhile, and he looks down at her 
and watches for awhile, and then smiles in the most delightful way. 
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Outside, Bill is also sucking, but then pulls back and tells the kid to get out of there, with 
blood all over his face: "You tell the cowards who lead you, the cowards who send children to 
do their killing, that a vampire showed mercy where they had none!" The kids runs off and 
Bill feels terribly hungry. Inside, Jason stomps out a burning ember, and then notices Luke's 
hand in the middle of a puddle of blood, wearing his ring of honesty. Heh. 


Isabel reports to Godric that Stan is dead, and two vampires we don't know, and two 
humans. Everybody else is just fucked up; one of the vampires in the back of the room 
mutters that it wasn't really a very good bomb. As though it didn't serve it's purpose, which 
had nothing to do with anybody in that room and everything to do with Luke and his God. 
With rising to a higher state of consciousness, for one beautiful moment, and shine like the 
sun. Like any other fundamentalist denied sex, who sublimates that energy into rage and 
then on up to God. Everybody thinks they're crazy? They are ecstatic. A few bumps and 
bruises is a small price to pay for immortal bliss. In this, they see God. 


Bill rushes back inside, where Sookie's dining on Eric's right nipple, hunched over like a 
revenant. She looks up, manic and hilarious, covered in blood, talking a mile a minute like 
she's on ecstasy: "I sucked silver out of Eric's chest! And saved his life! Even though | really 
didn't want to!" Eric lies back easily, grinning up at Bill, in flagrante and loving it: "She was 
superb." Bill shakes his head, disappointed and frustrated, knowing Sookie's going to feel 
worse than he does about it: "Eric was in no danger. He..." Sookie's stunned. "A tiny 
falsehood," Eric agrees, looking up at her with a wriggle. 


While pieces of vampire crawl down the wall like those sticky hands and spiders you get 
from the quarter machine, Bill is just beyond saddened. "He was already healing. The 
bullets would have pushed themselves out." She stares up at him, so innocent and so totally 
covered in blood. "This way, he's forced you to drink his blood." She starts screaming as Bill 
explains that -- just as with Lafayette, remember -- they're now connected and Eric will be 
able to sense her emotions. She yells at Eric, calling him a "big lying a-hole," and Eric grins. 
"Bill, you're right, | believe | can sense her emotions." She smacks his chest and runs into 
Bill's arms like a squirrel up a tree. "I'll never do anything for you again. Monster!" He 
makes fun of them, and stands up while Bill tries to comfort her. "I think I'm gonna cry," he 
says. Not yet, but you're going to. 
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Isabel calls the survivors to attention, and Jason yells, "Hey! Y'all listen up!" (I'm going to 
say this is 30% what he would do anyway, 40% a holdover from the LODI, 20% a need to feel 
control after what just happened, 5% to prove himself to everybody that although he was a 
member of Luke's cult until about an hour ago, he has his shit together. The other 5% has to 
do with the fact that Godric looks like David Archuleta.) Godric tells everybody in the nest to 
get their asses to the Hotel Carmilla, which has made housing and protection available for 
them. Sookie stresses out about the Eric blood all over that awesome white coat they gave 
her, and Bill is pouty, so Eric just stands there being awesome until they go away, and then 
it's just Godric, all alone in the middle of destruction, smoking all around him. He breathes 
it in, before he walks away. 


Sookie comes out into their hotel room, freshly scoured and showered, perturbed and 
shivery and sort of totally into it. "I could kick myself! I'm so stupid! | wasn't thinking." Bill 
points out that Eric did take bullets for her, which was swell of him, and also means they're 
both alive (or "alive" ) and can continue to be totally in love all the time. "| know better than 
to believe one word out of that man's mouth!" Sookie says, really getting into the 
disgust/titillation thing in that V.C. Andrews way only Southern girls can, kicking her legs 
up in the air and grinning through her horror: "I sucked his chest! What is wrong with me?!" 
Bill, taking her at her word -- and unable to properly enjoy anything in the entire universe, 
especially irony, because if Bill even knew irony existed he would explode ina hail of ones 
and zeroes -- is like, "Well, Suckie, Eric is better than us." 


He sits closer to her on the bed: "Plus, this is all about me. And you're a great person, so he 
knew that and used it against me. So this is kind of all your fault, but it's okay because 
you're retarded, which is darling." 


Suckie continues to revel in her sexy horror. "But his blood! | tried to spit it all out! But some 
of it must have gone shooting down my throat! And all over my face! And between my 
breasts!" 


"It only takes a drop or two," Bill says, nodding soberly. 


The ironically worst part, she notes with actual disgust, is how Eric will now always know A) 
where she is and B) how she feels. Um, first of all that's your power, so don't bea hypocrite. 
And second of all, you've never sucked on my chest and | know both of those things. A) Bill's 
house, masturbating on the front porch or lying in cold rat-shitty dirt next to a dead person, 
or on that couch where every single thing goes down. Or at Fangtasia! yelling at 


thousand-year-old killers until they want to slap you. Or at Merlotte's, shitting on Sam. 
That's all you ever do. Those are the only places you go. And B) Appalled. 
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Bill says it's not the worst part, because the worst worst part is that she's going to want to 
fuck Eric. Um, that's not the blood. That's the Eric. And second of all, there's a thing in his 
voice where he didn't really want to tell her that, because she'll start thinking about how 
she sucked Bill's blood the night they fell in love, and then did crazy sex stuff like the 
aforementioned masturbating on his front porch, and maybe she will put two and two 
together. This is an outside possibility, and not something we've ever seen her do before, 
which explains why he's only a little concerned, but it does kind of cast the tiniest doubt on 
their queerbutt love affair, which | highly support. As though to echo this last thought, their 
love theme starts playing ina cheeky minor key, and they agree that they wish Eric were 
dead. Or would have some sex with them. 


Speaking of that couch, Hoyt rubs Jessica's back and they talk about her hymen. She's 
thinking of all the stuff we thought last week -- Dr. Elfindorffer could give her an operation 
or something, this can't be the first time somebody got Claudiad, the whole thing -- and 
Hoyt's like, "Intercourse isn't the only way to have sex..." (Which supports my theory that 
this is all an elaborate scheme he cooked up with Ashton Kutcher to get her to do anal.) And 
she points out that fucking is great, and she'd like to do more of it. He laughs and gets all 
sweet about it, and she very carefully puts him into boyfriend position: " You should break 
up with me," which is the "Do | look fat in this" of all time. 


"That thing that grows back, it's just a thing. | ain't perfect either. I'ma guy that people 
laugh at. Even my friends!" Yeah, that's just like my painful and ironic deformity. "But you 
never have," he says, bringing it back around, "So! don't ever want to hear you talk about 
breaking up." You met her like two days ago, Romeo. You haven't heard her talk about much 
of anything yet. He gets all intense and scared of what he's about to say, and then decides 
it's time for her to meet Maxine. He knows it's going to be totally harsh because his mom is 
kind of horrific, but Jessica says the sweetest thing: "Hoyt, nobody ever wants me to meet 
anybody!" 


Jessica cuddles all over Hoyt like a puppy, and he reminds her that Maxine is racist and 
obnoxious: "She hates vampires, and she's gonna ask you all kind of personal questions, or 
she may not talk to you at all. Which: Then you'd be lucky." Jessica doesn't care. They talk 
all kind of southern teenager gothic love nonsense for awhile -- "I'm proud that you're my 
girl" is a representative example -- and then she yawns because the sun is coming up. He 
walks her to "that damned cubby hole," and offers to get in there with her, but she's 
embarrassed by it. Because it is a gross hole in the ground. She giggles and he says he'll 
build them "a tricked-out doublewide," which would give me personally a bit of pause, but 
not Jessica. She kisses him goodnight and he sits outside, singing to her in the blue light, 
pounding his thigh in horny frustration. 
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Tara and Eggs are inno mood when Maryann comes in with a giant basket full of veggies, 
humming to herself and laughing. "Oh my goodness, how much did you drink this time?" 
Tara's moving pretty slow; they are covered in bruises and can't remember anything." You 
must've dropped alittle acid, it was floating around." Her voice has arms akimbo: 


"Hippies!" Eggs gets pissy, and Tara says they're embarrassed by the blackout. "I will never 
understand that," Maryann says, offended. "Why be embarrassed about pleasure, and 
laughter? Why be ashamed of letting go?" 


Tara says she's ashamed because she's never been this out of control, and Maryann makes a 
cute gagging sound: "Ack, ugh! Control! Control is just a cage this stupid culture uses to lock 
up who we really are. We need to be out of control, we crave it." They realize she's trying to 
teach them more of her crazy teachings, and Tara says that at some point you need some 
kind of control, or else it's chaos. "Sounds good to me!" It does. Eggs allows as how he does 
like a little chaos, and she laughs sweetly, flipping again like a Kandinsky; she puts her arms 
on his shoulders motheringly, but she's talking to Tara: "Of course you do. Everybody does. 
They just can't admit it." 


And knowing where this was heading, | realized I've been working from a particular 
collection of mental things that maybe | haven't been completely transparent about, 
because | make assumptions. Thing number one is, Donna Tartt was 19 when she 
transferred to Bennington and met Bret Ellis, and she published The Secret History in1992, 
when | was 14. | knew the story of how she'd ignited this mad bidding war and all that stuff, 
and since that was my plan, | knew that | had to read this book, so! walked across the 
highway to a B. Dalton and bought it. It was like the first book | ever waited for. 


| read it maybe ten times that year. It is awesome. It's about a class of five well-dressed 
Classics majors who are like whatever is on the other side of steampunk and they talk in 
Greek all the time and act like Leopold and Loeb and are generally disaffected and amazing. 
They do arite to Dionysus, and it works, and the whole book is about the before and after 
and the ramifications of that. Snakes climb up the trees, there are columns of fire. | was 
young enough that | was still like a sponge, you know when you're a teenager you read 
things and get obsessed with things, and you... Like, | haven't listened to Nevermind since 
probably 1994, but | still know the words to the whole thing. I can still remember entire 
paragraphs of that book, and I've read it so many times at this point it takes about an hour 
to get through. And she sent me off into classics and linguistics and TS Eliot and basically 
everything | still like. 
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But the thing that stuck with me was the fact that their religious fervor, to rediscover these 
wonders, was born of a simple desire: immortality. Not like vampires, whose immortality is 
fraught, but more like Werewolf Boyfriend: if you stretch time out until it doesn't matter, if 
you lose all concept of time altogether, then that moment could last a split-second and it 
would be eternity. They just wanted to lose themselves. Just for a second. Because they 
knew that this was the experience of God: 


Ekstasis comes from the word for displacement, ek (out) + histanai (to stand): To rise up. To 
come out of stasis. From the word for stand we get "stet," like to leave things the way they 
are, and "status quo," and basically everything that defines us. To step out of that, for even 
one second, is also to touch all of it at once: That's God. There is not a better definition for 
divinity. Every religion that ever existed is about this attempt to get out of our shitty mud 
and touch something eternal. 


The only differences lie in the characteristics of the God in question. If you're a Wiccan that 
means Earth, Gaia: The smells and tastes and wonder of Her body and yours. If you're Zen, 


or St. Therese, that means doing whatever you were going to do anyway, but wholly. If it's 
Dionysus, that means getting there ona rocky road and pushing right past the limits of 
sanity. If you're Christian, that means one of several different things. If you've ever read The 
Wind In The Willows, you know that experiences of God -- even or especially of Dionysus -- 
come with the price of forgetting. Not forgetting means you've gone crazy, so you have to 
stay here with us. 


But you can feel that feeling: Beautiful art, the end of this episode, your kids, certain 
moments in church. That's what charisma actually means: That gift of God, from the same 
root as "charity," and our gratitude for it, and the way we use it. Those moments mean 
memories of wholeness, which can't ever last without you turning to stone; they are also 
the markers on the path back to wholeness, without which you can't exist without turning 
to stone. 


They are both: the other side of grace is also grace. That tension defines Greek antiquity. 
The main difference between Greek and Roman architecture is the lack of circles in the 
latter: Greeks were allowed to go crazy, Romans weren't. Greeks were allowed to do both, 
and go back and forth across the line, and Romans weren't. We're not, either. So it gets 
squeezed out: Into subculture, into solitary study, into new delirious forms. Into perversion, 
lots of times. 
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Paglia -- who took over my mind around the same time and stubbornly refuses to leave -- 
defined for our culture the difference in terms we could understand: Dionysian and 
Apollonian. Art, she says, is an attempt by the Apollonian to define and describe the 
Dionysian. Perversity in art, then, is simply a self-knowing action of Apollonian artifice to 
reveal its own roots in the Dionysian. For me the best example for this is Emily Dickinson, 
who seems about as vanilla as can be, until you actually look at the words and images in her 
poems: 


...| got so! could walk across 

That Angle in the floor, 

Where he turned so, and! turned -- how -- 
And all our Sinew tore -- 


| got so! could stir the Box -- 

In which his letters grew 

Without that forcing, in my breath -- 
As Staples -- driven through -- 


That's just ... wicked gross. If you imagine for amoment writing those words with your own 
hand, it becomes an experience completely unlike that of reading an Emily Dickinson poem. 
She's like the Lovecraft of love. She touches God in the dark places. 


Point being, when Maryann says the words "culture" or "civilization" she means "Apollo," 
His creed and His magic, His music and art, His worship, which to her aretranslations, 
mimesis, of the infinite to which Dionysus promises direct contact. That's why she keeps 
calling it "fake," because to her that's bullshit. | don't agree, because | like art and | love 
Apollo, but the whole point of art is to be an artifice of something ineffable, which is to say 
artificial, and that's a whole other thing you have to make peace with. 


To say it another way: Dionysus says "Eat and drink and fuck," Apollo says, "...And hit that 
motherfucking gym when you're done, or nobody will fuck you." The healthy body is 
nothing but artifice: our culture puts us at desks for forty hours a week and then demands 
that our bodies present the exact opposite image, of having run through the forest throwing 
spears and dodging mastodons and rocking the Olympics. What are the words we use for 
those bodies we want? "Sculpted," "chiseled." Art. 


And please don't think I'm speaking for that sad politicized fat-acceptance victim card: 

| love art. It's not a bad thing, because health is not a bad thing; it's just not the whole thing. 
Feminism is more than a list of grievances, and the beauty myth is just that: The Dionysian 
body is Jane Bodehouse and Mike Spencer, nymph and satyr, sated having supped, full 
bellies and pendulous breasts. Think about Fat Lee Adama, when he forgot to be Apollo. And 
then think about our vampire friends, the most Apollonian of all creatures on God's earth: 
lines and curves in perfect proportion. Both are crucial, because without either, the other 
becomes moot. 
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In ahealthy culture, we could have both sides of the Kandinsky; there wouldn't be any 
repressed thing squirting out into the consciousness, trying to contain women's bodies or 
legislate love or put industry before the health of your countrymen. We would have a choice 
about these things, instead of taking one side of worship and saying it's okay, and stuffing 
the other side away in the dark. And I'm not talking about pagans here, because | don't care 
one way or the other: I'm talking about snake handlers, and suicide bombers, and those TV 
megachurches where the people laugh and roll around on the ground. That's the kind of shit 
that happens when you ignore half the world. 


That's all Maryann's ever said to them. And because she's His oldest priestess, she gets to 
have her say. Because honestly, watching her tear up about this has a lot more meaning for 
me personally than watching somebody do the exact same shit when talking about Jesus 
Christ -- we'll get to him a little later -- which is American as apple pie, and we don't blink 
at it. Texas is a chessboard, vampires vs. the Fellowship, but those are just two kinds of 
Apollo. The rest is all her. God knows | love Jason Stackhouse, but the Bon Temps half of this 
story will always win with me, because it's real. It's in everything we do. If it's boring, that's 
why. If it all seems like the same thing over and over, it's because we're so used to ignoring 
it we miss the journey. 


"| havea little theory about blacking out," Maryann says. "Maybe you rose toa higher state 
of consciousness." Eggs thinks, because she's really just saying the same stuff she and 
Daphne always say, but more honestly and clearly than ever before. Tara sighs, and points 
out that -- as | said last week -- the human body defines a limit: "We're all bashed up. 
There's nothing higher about that except for we must have been high. My mama blacked 
out for months at a time, I'm a blackout expert." Maryann questions this, and she confirms 
it angrily. 


"What about the saints of India? What about the mystics of every religion? They would 
black out. Run and dance through the streets, levitate, act like monkeys, run around naked. 
Everybody thought they were crazy." Tara says -- and | challenge you to imagine that your 
ability to agree with her is directly proportional to your own self-centered and/or racist 
views -- that they were crazy. Meaning they are crazy, which is obnoxious, because 


charismatic religions and sects in the world actually outnumber those that engage in the 
quiet desperation of what we in this country think of as normal worship. 
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Instead of rocketing between black and white a hundred times a day, or trying for both at 
once all the time, vibrating across state lines like Maryann, we turn everything grey: Cram it 
into a couple hours of hassle ona Sunday, or ignore it altogether to make gods of our eating 
habits, or our kinks, or our lovers, and then wonder why our hearts and minds are getting 
sicker. If Miss Jeanette were here, she'd recommend Tell My Horse by Zora Neale Hurston, 
also from that same period, which pretty much changed my entire view on religion, 
emotion, passion, relationships, the unconscious, and our humanity. But she's not, sol have 
to. 


But also, Maryann's heart has been touched, for the first time. We've seen her frustrated 
when people won't join the party, and we've seen her feelings get hurt, as a woman, but 
we've never seen her honestly moved like this. When she weeps, she weeps for Tara, who 
denies God yet again. Which goes beyond charismatic and into evangelical, which | don't 
appreciate, because that's where evil comes from, but at least it's something: 


"No, Tara. They were ecstatic. All that fake civilization bullshit just fell away so they could 
dissolve into the infinite. So they could lose themselves, and unite with their God." Her 
voice is beautiful, yearning. They stare at each other as she goes to the fridge, and Eggs 
mouths, What the fuck was that? and Tara doesn't know. The Kandinsky flips, and Maryann's 
pissed again: "Look at you. A few bumps and bruises? That's a small price to pay for bliss." 
She dips back into the fridge, flipping into asmile and a hum: "Bloody Mary, anyone?" 


Sam watches a fly buzzing around his cell while Mike Spencer and Jane Bodehouse beg 
Sheriff Bud Dearborn to let them out: "All| did was lose my pants, there's no law against 
that!" she says; "I only got your word for it | was mating with a pine tree," he complains. 
They scream; Sam joins them "You got no evidence, Bud! You got no right to keep me locked 
up!" He's caged. He knows she's coming. 


Sookie wakes up and takes her pajamas across the hall to somebody's room who turns out 
to be Jason, wearing a Carmilla bathrobe. They can't sleep. (Good, you guys! It's daytime.) 
Later, he explains to her how the Newlins got to him: By making him think he was worth 
something. From Sookie's perspective, this is ridiculous, because he was the star of their 
family in Bon Temps, and she was "the throwaway." He says it's not true, then realizes that 
it is: "Well, they liked my athletics and my good looks, my sex abilities." But their trip to 
Dallas has taught him that none of the things they thought mattered actually mattered. 
Very small town/big city. They both ended up hustlers, even. "They didn't like me for me. 
And Steve and Sarah... Well, they acted like they did, before they tried to kill me." Which 
doesn't denigrate it any more than the things Amy taught him, or what Maryann's teaching 
Tara, but he's allowed to be upset. 
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"They stopped my mind from going around and around thinking about... Well, other stuff." 
He goes away for a second, and Sookie's finally like, "But 'Soldiers of the Sun'? My Lord. 
Didn't you for one second think what Gran would say? Guns and suicide bombers..." Things 
rapidly get stupid and this scene kind of nosedives into the toilet at this point. It's very 


stylized, but it's like it's shooting for opera and ends up at soap, so we'll buzz it. He doesn't 
want to talk about Gran because he "doesn't want to feel anything," but Sookie knows they 
have to keep eating the pie until it just tastes delicious. | mean, this is a conversation you 
have. This is a conversation I've had. And in the ridiculously wonderful pace of this show, it's 
a conversation they need to have right now. But for us, her old ass died a year ago and it's 
just sort of boring. Blonde leading the blonde. 


So the Adele song plays and Sookie uses a bunch of hick metaphors to explain that they will 
keep Gran alive in their hearts and be better family to each other, because -- and this is one 
of Ball's big things -- they have joined the orphans once again. Jason apologizes for his 
bullshit, and Sookie fails to do the same, and instead explains to him that he's not retarded, 
just lazy, which is half true, and finally after a million hillbilly years he says the only 
authentic thing in the whole scene: "| love you, even though | wish you'd cook for me more. 
And you were normal. With a normal boyfriend." She laughs and says that she didn't havea 
choice about being normal, which is also true, and | love them a whole lot, but Jesus that 
scene was wonky. 


They lay down and turn on the TV, and it's the Newlins -- big splotch on Steve's head from 
rubbing off last night's paintball massacre -- once again screeching wildly at Nan Flanagan. 
Sookie draws from their conversation that Godric volunteered, which is the first time 
anybody's said it out loud, and Nan tish-toshes that whole idea, but Sookie starts to figure 
it out here. Nan calls them terrorists, and Steve says they have the right to defend 
themselves, and she points out that the Fellowship came into Godric's house, not the other 
way around, and he's like, "You killed my father!" Sookie stares as Sarah Newlin goes intoa 
tiny little bijou bit of a meltdown: "We are fighting for God's green earth! And daytime! And 
Christmas! And Easter eggs! And all that's sacred and good!" 


Steve gets bored, and fake-completes her sentence that they're fighting for human rights, 
and she gets upset and asks to finish her thought, complaining to the moderator that "if 
he's not the center of attention, he just flips out," and Sookie realizes that they are bugfuck 
crazy. "How can you have a dialogue with these people?" Nan says, and instead of talking 
about death panels and calling Obama a Nazi, because that mile of bullshit hasn't happened 
yet, Steve just tells her to read her some St. Paul. (Which by the way is code for 

STFU, specifically because she's a woman, in case you haven't read the New Testament 
and/or Christian Insanity Magazine lately.) 
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Because it's all she's got, thanks also to St. Paul, Sarah lamely says in turn, "I hate your 
hair," sitting back all self-satisfied. "There's a witch, and a sumbitch," says Jason. "Fuck 
you, Newlins." Sookie smiles at him, sure now that he's back, and they are sweet together 
some more. It just makes me sad, because Sarah could be the best cult leader ever, if she 
weren't awoman, or she weren't a willing part of a culture that defines male power using 
women as currency. You know, like if there were some culture or religion of consequence 
that didn't do that, she could really rock out. But since the first time we met her, she's been 
the Woman Behind the Man, and no matter how much it galls her that's all she knows how 
to be, so it twists her even further. And that is fucked up. 


Arlene serves a couple of women, who take out their cameras and beg to see the freezer 
where they found Daphne's body. "It was the walk-in refrigerator and you are one sick 
buzzard. Go find some roadkill, because you ain't eating here." Arlene takes away their food 


and gets bothered by some man looking for silverware, but bitches her way past him to the 
ringing phone. It's her daughter. "Merlotte's, hurry up. Lisa, lunch is your job, you gota 
microwave, that's all you need. Oh, come on, Coby'll eat cat food if you put mayo on it. 
Mama's gotta work." Heh. 


Lafayette appears, pouring out a shot as she admits to being shit scared most of the time 
now: "Daphne, oh my God." Lafayette hands her the double shot and she downs it: "She 
was clumsy, stupid and mean, but | wouldn't wish that kind of death on a possum." Which is 
a funny line, and plays well with the unerring characterization of the Arlene/Daphne thing 
-- "| rubbed this lantern to get a new waitress after Amy died, and look what bullshit came 
out" -- but also: If Miss Jeanette were here, she'd remind us that it's precisely what she got: 
a possum's death. She whines about Miss Jeanette too, and Lafayette is grim. He's been 
paying more attention than anybody, he fucking knows. "I'll look out for you if you look out 
for me," he promises, allying himself with the Sam/Andy/Jason war crew once and for all, 
and when she asks when it's going to stop, he doesn't answer: Terry's calling the next order. 


Arlene goes to pick up the order, and Terry avoids her eyes weirdly, and finally she starts 
crying. "Terry, please quit being so much more peculiar than you usually are! Please talk to 
me. If what we did was so terrible..." (Dialogue that is good on paper is good on paper, but 
doesn't meanit's going to be easier for the actor to sell. Not when the show doesn't usually 
go there. There are plenty of shows with a broad enough tone that you can get away with 
stylistics like that, but this crap is all through the script and really makes line deliveries 
difficult. We already knew Macon's own Carrie Preston was one of the most gifted actors on 
the show, but that line proves it. This episode is condescending, in that particularly Coen 
Brothers way that | can't fucking stand, and the burden rests mostly on the hick characters 
like Arlene and the Stackhouses, and the Newlins who clearly need to be even more 
cartoonish. Good thing it fucking excels at vampires, because damn does it excel with the 
vampires.) 
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"Arlene, don't cry. | didn't mean to be peculiar at you." (See what | mean? That's like Night 
Court.) "| just don't know what we did." Arlene realizes that he blacked out the sex too, and 
he's sort of excited by the prospect, and then they negotiate through whether or not 
forgetting that they fucked is insulting, and finally she's just so relieved she starts crying 
again. It's weird, but honestly -- with the mascara and everything —- this is the prettiest 
she's ever looked. I'm always amazed how bravely they make Carrie Preston, who is 
basically gorgeous, look like such a fucking freakshow, which makes the loveliness of her 
smile here twice as beautiful, because it shines through the mostly bullshit that is her. They 
almost kiss, sweetly, but some insane lady offscreen keeps yelling for her corn, and it's 
quite droll, and she takes off, and they are in love again, and it's great. 


Tara comes in laughing off her tardiness and telling Eggs to order lunch on her, but 
Lafayette spots her bruises from behind the bar and comes running up. "Lafayette!" yells 
Eggs, very friendly -- and a wonderful grace note on their interactions so far -- but 
Lafayette has no time for friendly Eggs: he's too busy grabbing her face and freaking out 
about the Cycle of Violence. She says she doesn't know what happened, but it wasn't Eggs, 
but Lafayette's not having it, and Eggs is really offended of course, and Lafayette offers to 
beat Eggs's face in for him, and Eggs reminds him to take off his false eyelashes first -- 
which is awesome -- and then accidentally bashes Tara in the face on the way to punching 
Lafayette -- which is ironic -- and all the fat trashy white country folk in the place turn in 


their seats to watch the black people hit each other -- which is fucking gross, but also 
describes about 80% of all daytime TV, the majority of Real Housewives Of Atlanta, VH-1's 
entire fake-dating franchise, and practically America's Next Top Model at this point -- and 
yell about domestic violence, and one of them is a tranny still yelling about the Cycle of 
Violence, and how Eggs is "poison," and will never change, and will probably kill her, and 
finally they leave together, and the white people cheer, and Lafayette points out that they 
are being gross rednecks, and feels something strange in this too. They were hungrier for it 
than usual. They are cheering him. 


But what makes it especially gross and ironic is that nobody knows, not even Lafayette, that 
the bruises totally did come from Tara working out her domestic and emotional abuse with 
Eggs: Maryann doesn't put anything in you. She just pulls it out. None of us are so lacking in 
darkness that she'd have to create it. And the more you have, the more she loves you. It's 
why she's always loved Tara most of all. (But then, wait 'til she meets Lafayette.) 
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This next scene is fun. It definitely takes part in all that hick-humor condescension and 
generally unbelievable dialogue | was just complaining about, but A) the tone is right and B) 
it's so gorgeously constructed | can't complain. Hoyt has a future in speechwriting, the 
rhetoric is so right on. I'll show you what | mean. He circles around from the personal to the 
things closest to his mother, back around to the things closest to him, and only then does he 
clinch the deal. Even Maxine has to give in at that point, watch: 


Maxine takes a grilled cheese sandwich out of the toaster oven. American slices on both 
sides, white bread. And the whole time she's bitching -- "My Hoyt would never have run off 
to Dallas without a word, with murders all over the place. My Hoyt would never have left me 
worried sick thinking he was dead. Or worse, with a vampire..." -- she's putting potato 
chips on the sandwich, putting it together, smashing the whole thing down with her hand, 
and then she takes a knife and cuts it in half because that's both classy and infantilizing at 
once. He tells her she's nuts and she's like, "You have become a different person! What do 
you think your daddy would say?" 


Hoyt sits down, because that's the puzzle piece missing that will sew it all up together, 
same as with Eric. It's the Apollonian piece that puts things together: "I have no idea, 
because the only time you ever mention him is when you're trying to make me do 
something | don't want to do. So while we're at it, let's talk about that." I love it because 
Jason has dealt with his father's death in the opposite way, which is to actually deal with it, 
because he had a strong mother figure and not Maxine. She puts down the sandwich, 
begging for her "sweet child" back. If he'd had a brother, his name would have been Adam. 
Hoyt's not a virgin anymore; he's broken his mother's heart. That thing that grows back is 
just a thing. "What are you doing with vampires anyway? They are wrong, wrong, wrong. 
They aredevils." 


"Why do you have so much hate in you?" She's offended: She thinks of herself as a kind and 
charitable person. She just made hima sandwich. She's really hurt: "I don't. That's a flat lie. 
Who do you think you're talking to?" Um, his momma. "Who hates Methodists." / got my 
reasons. "And Catholics." Just priests. And nuns.Having taken her through her religious 
hypocrisy, he moves on: "African-Americans?" That's true, but she knows enough to know 
it's ashame: Hush, that's a secret! "People who don't take care of their gardens, and people 
who park their trucks up on their lawn, and ladies who wear red shoes." Into the sublimely 


irrelevant, where our greatest rage and hates usually reside. It looks cheap! "Families with 
lots of kids. And checkered curtains. And cats and dogs, and bait," he says, moving into 
emasculation: all the ways she tried to check his masculinity, to cast aspersions on him. To 
draw him away from the Dionysian. "Every girl that | ever liked. And the more that | like 
them, the more that you hate them."| simply object to a girlfriend who will kill you 

and eat you. | think that's reasonable..." It's not unreasonable, but she's scrambling. He 
wraps it all up with a bow: "You don't even know her. Full of hate. | see you now." 
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He's right, so she tries to think. | mean, tries desperately to think. To justify, because now she 
sees her too. "Well, it's not my fault, it's the way | was raised up." | will rise up. "Jessica may 
bea vampire," Hoyt says, "But she's the one for me. You don't have any say over it." She 
says he's breaking her heart, and he stands up, sickened. (Um, welcome to the gun show, 
BTW.) "You know, I've let you run me around because! didn't want to hurt your feelings? 
But those days are over. Now! want you to meet her, but if you can't be nice, then | will leave 
this house and never come back. And don't think | won't." She cries, fakely, but her words 
are genuine. We will revisit them. "Hoyt, please, you're my one son." Father, son, brother. 
Don't leave. Don't rise. "I'm not yours, Mama, I'm mine." She screams that he's her baby 
boy, terrified of him leaving, terrified of being alone. "I'm nota baby, I'ma grown-ass 
man!" he yells, and does not neglect to grab his sandwich on the way out. 


Sookie lies in bed with Bill, the words twining around her as she tries to sleep. She rolls over, 
away from him, anda finger traces down her shoulder. She turns, smiling, and it's Eric. 
"Finish your sentence," he says -- that one's an echo of Steve and Sarah, very telling, very 
well done, very nice -- and she laughs at him. "You were telling me why you'd be a terrible 
vampire, and | was disagreeing." 


This isn't Eric, obviously. Even Sookie's attempts at chick lit are sort of depressingly 
off-kilter. But what he's saying... It's rough to date a vampire. Logistically, but also: if 
you're going to bear the weight and carry the name of "fangbanger," isn't it sort of a gyp 
when your vampire boyfriend is the worst vampire of all time? And Lorena, tonight: he's got 
secrets, does Bill Compton. Things he doesn't tell you, things he's afraid to tell you. Two 
hundred years of history you've only run your hands down. There's a conspiracy allied 
against her -- Eric, Lorena -- and Bill is a part of it. What if there were a vampire boyfriend, a 
better Bill, who would let her in? 


Amonth ago, she'd never known a man with secrets. That was the problem with men. She 
loved him for his secrets, because they made her feel powerful, dangerous, brave. And now 
she's questioning that bravery, because she's never once ever had to ask herself this 
question. She's never had anything to lose. And then you have Eric, who's really just in this 
dream a better version of Bill, putting on his face through the blood, offering her the chance 
to stand with the great ones. To know everything. Like she used to. 
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"Well, | don't feel right without atan." Eric is, by the way, so fucking naked it hurts. It's like 
looking at the sun. Sculpted, chiseled. Art. He laughs, stretching entire muscle groups like 
an anatomical model. "And I'd rather be alive than undead. And then y'all are always 
killing..." He points out, flirting, that she's killed too. "But that was for self-defense, not 
for lunch." He kisses her fingers. "You'd adapt, like we all do. Trade the sun for moon and 


stars." She giggles, and said she wants it all. That is the glory of fangbangers, and their 
tragedy too: having it all, the sun and the moon, and letting them have you. Jason's still 
working that one out and it's like all he thinks about. 


"Greedy!" he sing-songs, and "I love it!" in the same exact intonation. (It's my favorite of 
the many wonders he performs in this dream, that familiar boyfriend thing, the prosaic 
prosody of love, tender dactyl and filthy amphibrach: "greedy | love it...") She admits that 
she is, and he kisses her hand, biting his own thumb lovingly: " You have the right 
temperament for a vampire." It's her fantasy, it means approval, that she can play on his 
level -- the thing that Steve denies Sarah and Bill denies her and Jessica -- but she plays it 
for lusty laughs: "What, I'm high-maintenance, bloodthirsty and old as dirt?" 


Bloodthirsty, yes. "lam not!" They laugh. It cascaded down her chin, it tasted like heaven. 
She knew she was greedy, and hid it away. Bill wouldn't approve. But Eric... 


"Everybody thinks you're a darling, don't they?" he asks. It is an invitation to more. To be 
more. To take hold of that power Sarah Newlin denies. "| ama darling," she says, playing the 
coquette, and he coaxes it out of her, casting it heroically: "But you're ruthless when it 
comes to people you love. You'll do anything for them." She laughs, he strokes her back, 
down to her hip. "Your brother, your friends. Me..." She meets his kiss. 


Somebody says, "Bill," and she looks up and out for him. He's a part of this too, he's in her 
heart. Lorena leans into the light, sitting like Justice, like the High Priestess: "What do you 
care? You've already abandoned him." She dreamily disagrees; she is luxuriously torn. She 
has a choice. Her body gives her a choice. "| love Bill," she says, kissing Eric. He is tawny, 
without blemish; he is coiled. 


"lL used to think you had no sense of humor," Eric says; with Bill, she hasn't had the chance. 
"lL used to think you were made of cold hard stone, and empty inside," Sookie says, forcing it 
back into simple storybook romance; fighting through the cold. Fighting her way back toa 
place where this passion has a place. Looking for Dionysus in the cold rational arms of 
Apollo. "You're a big faker," she says, casting him as her Edward instead of her Jacob. 
"You're deep. You feel. There's love in you." I'm told that the majority of Twilight fanfic is 
about Jasper, and this is why: "Only for Sookie," Eric says, kissing her. | always said the 
equivalent to the car-brassiere sexy curves of a sports car is the big fucking monster of an 
SUV: This is my tank, and! am Tank Girl, and this gorilla loves only me. His muscles bunch 
and stretch. His power thrums beneath her hands. 
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Lorena leans close to the camera. " You don't want Bill. He means nothing to you." She 
protests, as Eric climbs ontop. "This is the beginning." They kiss madly, as Lorena laughs. 
She is the voice of her fear, and her mistrust, and all the things Bill's fear and shame won't 
let her see. You could say -- in this episode full of orphans, from Hoyt to Jessica to the 
Stackhouses to Eric, in the end -- that she made Bill what he is today. Eric and Sookie make 
love. 


Sookie wakes up, terrified fora moment, and turns to Bill. Outside, the sunshine. She takes 
his dead hand and looks at his dead face and squints her eyes tight, willing it down. 
Somewhere Maryann smiles and doesn't know why. 


Maryann smiles, walking into the police station; the three people chained up in the lobby 
call out to her like worshippers, asking to party with her again. "We had a good time, didn't 
we?" she grins, pointing at them cutely. She heads inside to look for Bud, who is having a 
whole time of it, as the people go mad in their cells. As she comes closer. His voice echoes, 
and she calls out to him down the hall; the madmen call for her, excited as children, and Sam 
shivers. There is a fly walking on the grate in his cell. 


Bud lets Maryann behind the gate, and offers her coffee when they sit. She notes his 
exhaustion, the absolute limit of his authority, and he admits that everybody in Bon Temps 
has gone completely fucking crazy. In fact, Kenya's out inthe wagon collecting more. "A 
major crime wave!" she gasps, sitting down with her coffee, and he admits it's just 
misdemeanors, but really crazy shit he's never seen before, "in over forty years." She pishes 
that, and tells him to let some of them go. "I'm about ready to," he says, while she grins, 
"But they're all riled up, might still do some damage." She cocks her head. "Let me help, I'll 
talk them down. It's my best thing!" she laughs. | love that. The Lynda Barry cadence of that 
is beautiful. 


"I'd be grateful. Can't hardly keep my eyes open." She awws, and he asks what she's after, 
and she puts on her Let's Be Serious face, like they're friends with an unpleasant business. 
"| heard Sam Merlotte is here, | couldn't believe it. A fine upstanding businessman? I have a 
lot of respect for him and I'd like to help him out." Bud doesn't want to let him go, being a 
suspect in a homicide, so she changes tactics immediately, bending her intention around 
his obstruction like water; she is horrified. He offers to show her where Sam's locked up, and 
she comes around to put her hands on his shoulders. "I know the way. Sit. Have a little rest." 
After about a second of vibing, he's gone black. She feels it in her fingers, and curls around 
to look: "Whoa! You went fast!" Heh. "Stay," she says, and grabs his keys. 
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Past the madmen, Maryann is very serious. Wearing a necklace | swear | recognize from like 
art history but can't find online -- a hundred sickle moons, pointing down -- she stands 
before them like a priestess. "| want Sam Merlotte." Mike Spencer indicates his cell, but 
he's gone: just a pile of clothes, and apparently a predilection for going commando. "Now| 
am really irritated," she thunders in a hilarious voice, and unlocks the cells: the men and the 
women flood out around her, cheering, maybe thirty or forty all told, shouting: "Free!" 


Jessica stares at Maxine, bravely saying how pretty she is and sending her hands to her 
permed hair. "And I can't tell you how grateful | am that you came." Hoyt, irritated, points 
out that she was twenty minutes late. "| couldn't decide what to wear," she says, and 
Jessica tries way too hard: "Yeah, | know what that's like, sure! You try this on, or try that on, 
you know, is it the black shoes or the red shoes or the..."" Maxine makes a terrifying face, and 
after everybody's sufficiently intimidated, she changes her tone: "...Then there were 
people in the road. They wouldn't budge till | practically ran over them. | could have been 
killed!" | don't see how, but Jessica points out that they were also in some measure of 
danger, which makes Hoyt sigh in terror. "Let's get you some dinner, Mama," he says, with 
an angry smile, but she's not hungry. Would she like more sweet tea, then? No, she lies. 
They always do. It is an impasse. 


Maxine lets them stew in the silence for a second, and starts up again: "Hoyt is a very, very, 
very good boy." Jessica agrees avidly, and they go into a rapid lovebird breakdown, and 
Maxine is grossed out. "I surely wish | could meet your people, see what your family's like," 


she says, which is at least a token attempt at playing this cliché out, but of course that's not 
how it works here, and she knows that, so Hoyt is exasperated. Jessica plays it as it's laid, 
and scores a direct hit: "Somebody made mea vampire against my will, Ms. Fortenberry. | 
don't have a family anymore." 


Which would be a homerun, because that could mean that Maxine could offer her the 
protection of family and own them both and be the progressive hero -- "she doesn't have 
any people, | know she's one of Them but the poor thing, etc." -- but Jessica thinks that her 
love for Hoyt actually means something in this scenario, that it's about something other 
than Maxine, so she goes too far again: "Except your wonderful son." Which is just like 
saying, "I'm going to steal your son and start a new family with us at the center, and you will 
die alone and unloved," so Maxine pays her dime for the first part -- "I'm sorry for you, that 
wasn't fair" -- before cashing in with the second: "But Hoyt has a bright future ahead of 
him. And by bright, | mean in the sun." Jessica feels the lash of racism. 
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"If you think I'm gonna let him wander around all hours of the night for the rest of his life 
with an orphan vampire, you got another thing coming." Having successfully repelled the 
one good serve Jessica's given, she goes for the jugular, turns the one victim thing against 
her -- which is the razor's edge of Bon Temps, to be pathetic but not too pathetic; like how 
you can be charitable but you don't want poor people stealing your stuff -- and Jessica pops 
understandable fang. "| believe that's up to Hoyt," she says forcefully, and Hoyt realizes 
this whole thing just went to hell. 


Maxine promises to fight for what's best for "her boy," and Jessica swears the same. "Ican 
give him everything a human could," she says, and she's almost right, but Maxine picks out 
just one ugly thing and applies it like a razor: children. Babies. None of those. Hoyt makes a 
sad sound, and the blood wells up in Jessica's eyes as her fangs retract (maybe the best 
visual effects in this entire series to date, | rewound to watch that more times than | did 
Eric's naked ass) and she jumps up and peaces. 


"Well, now you did it. You happy?" Hoyt takes off with Jessica, who is completely undone at 
this point, and when Maxine asks when he's coming home he throws down some cash and 
tells her: never. Alone, she overlooks her sweet tea for the rest of Hoyt's beer, and when she 
asks Arlene for another she gets the wink of racist solidarity. 


The fly watches, unnoticed, as Maryann and Tara and Eggs play cards that seems to mostly 
involve taking shots. They quibble over the rules, and Maryann laughs, "We play by my 
rules. That means norules!" Tara throws the cards in the air, and she approves. There's a 
knock at the door, and Lafayette comes in with Lettie Mae. Maryann is immediately 
attracted to Lafayette, who's the closest thing in town to Sookie that isn't actually the 
same, like Barry, and both Tara and Eggs grimly go, "That's Lafayette." Tara's immediately 
hostile, but Maryann invites them to pull up a chair and play strip poker. Tara and Eggs 
holler about that, and Maryann asks, "Ms. Thornton, what's your drink?" Which is fucked 
up. "Vodka," says Tara. "Whiskey. Hairspray. Antifreeze..." 


Lafayette is impressed at her callousness, and asks if she's even in there anymore, and she 
downs a shot. Maryann produces a bottle vodka, offering it to Lettie Mae: "All yours. Look, 
the bottle's sweating. Icy cold, thick, pours like oil." Tara loves it, but Lettie Mae just stares. 
Lafayette notifies Maryann that, though he doesn't know what she is, he is feeling her, and 


has received the message that she's a soulless bitch. She laughs at him. Tara pouts showily 
for Maryann's approval, but Lettie Mae is strong. 
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"lam clean and sober, as you well know. I'll never take nothing from you. Except my girl." 
Lafayette and Lettie Mae get ready to take Tara away, and Eggs gets in the way, while Lettie 
calls out to her daughter and Maryann giggles. "You ain't a boyfriend, you're a domestically 
violent, sick mother." Eggs laughs, but Lafayette's not fucking around. "I'm begging you," 
Lettie says. "Don't let them do you this way. We'll keep you safe." Tara's eyes go black. 


"Well, it would be the first fucking time." She heads for her mother, and both Lettie and 
Lafayette notice the black eyes, freaking out. Tara shoves her mother against the wall, 
striking at her again and again: "Throw a Bible at me now. Pull my hair, scratch my face, 
break my head with a bottle. Hit me back!" Nothing can hurt me, he said. | hate you so 
fucking much, she said. | never saw a difference between the Dallas story and the Maryann 
story, but now there's just no difference at all: Lettie Mae refuses. With her back against the 
wall, claws and fists raining down on her, she weeps, in shame. "I won't hit you back. Go 
ahead and kill me, I'll never strike you again." Tara begs her to fight back; she stands there 
in the maelstrom and she takes it. She wouldn't wish this on a possum; she knows it's the 
least of the price she must pay. Go ahead and kill me, I'll never strike you again: In this, | see 
God. 


Lafayette picks Tara up bodily, hoisting her over a shoulder and throwing her in the car. She 
screams like a demon, like a beast. Like a little black-eyed girl. Eggs follows them, hurting, 
onto the porch, and Maryann comforts him as the fly watches, buzzing on Adele's porch: 
"She'll come back. And she'll bring them with her. Come on." 


"Do you have any fucking idea of the PR mess you've made? And who fucking has to clean 
that shit up? Me. Not you, me. I should drain every one of you bastards." Isabel stares at Nan 
Flanagan, in the flesh, moved by this. "Stan went after the church on his own, none of us 
knew anything about it." Nan laughs. "Really? Because everyone who met Stan in the last 
300 years knew he had akink about slaughtering humans. But you -- his nest mates, his 
Sheriff -- had no clue." But like how were they supposed to know he meant it? "Not my 
problem. Yours." 


Eric bristles: "Don't talk to him that way"; she smiles in that unnerving way: "Don't talk 

to me that way." Sookie stares at them all. She knows Godric was there on purpose. She still 
hasn't figured out why, but she's close. "How did they manage to abduct you?" Godric's 
shrug is eloquent; his answer less so. " They would have taken one of us sooner or later. | 
offered myself." And when she asks him why, all he can ask is why not. "They wanted you to 
meet the sun, and you were willing?" Sookie, afraid he's going to figure it out, stares at Eric, 
worried. "What do you think?" Godric asks. "I think you're out of your mind," Nan says 
honestly. 
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|came to this storyline with some expectations that made this part hard to follow the first 
few times | watched it. Suffice to say that we've omitted -- though not denied -- some 
things from Godric's biography and predilections that put a much different spin on this 
conversation, not to mention his pretty much perfect relationship with Sookie. Or, well, a 


vampire who's been around since before Christianity has probably done any amount of 
horrific shit, and we can impute how far down that goes based on the amount of redemption 
Godric's in the mood for, which it turns out is infinite. Infinite amounts of guilt. But even 
without that stuff, it plays through: He was going to meet the sun either way. He is done. It 
is time. He can't be immortal anymore. All he wants to do is find a way to give that some 
redemptive meaning. 


The Fellowship was just a way to play the Aslan card: If I let you kill me will you be able to 
admit that | won? | won't strike you again, go ahead and kill me. A deeper magic would split 
the altar and Steve Newlin -- caught in the symbolism -- would see vampires for what they 
are, which is people. It's dumb, even Sookie knows it's dumb, but it's no dumber than Luke 
pressing the button, and much more powerful and meaningful a statement. And instead, it 
ended up costing yet more lives, and incurring more bullshit with the Newlins, and making 
the vampires look worse than they already did. And you got Nan at your throat, whose 

whole job is rehabilitating the image you bet your life on, and fucked up yet again. 


Nan brings up the traitor, and Godric flatly denies it in order to set up Isabel as his successor, 
and Nan continues to give him shit. Eric gets mad, and she just grins at him: "Listen, thisisa 
national vampire disaster and nobody at the top has any sympathy for any of you. Sheriff, 
you fucked up, you're fired." Of course, he agrees, and names Isabel as the Sheriff of Area IX, 
which is a good idea in about a thousand ways. Isabel begs him to fight back, and Eric starts 
yelling too: "She's a bureaucrat! You don't have to take shit from her!" Nan offers to take 
away Eric's Area while she's at it, calling him "Viking," and he tells her she has no power. 
"Hey, I'm on TV. Try me." Eric continues to wig, but Godric formally gives up his station. 


Sookie speaks up, shushing Bill, and it's hilarious. | love watching her attempt to deal with 
them, it's like The Hills. "Ms. Flanagan? Godric rescued me from a really large rapist who 
probably would've killed me too." That's nice. Moving on... "No, listen... And then he rescued 
humans in that church. Plus a whole lot of vampires. You think it's a PR mess now, it could 
have been a hundred, a million times worse. You should thank him." 
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As though any of this has to do with anything. Sookie doesn't know about politics. The 
image has nothing to do with the reality. The only time | met Bush Sr. and Barbara was at 
the opening of a Planned Parenthood in West, TX. | don't know how you do politics in 
Louisiana, but fucking grow up. The meaning is not the message. None of this is about their 
best interests, it's about the vampires' political interests and nothing else. Sarah Palin's 
retarded baby deserves health care no matter how much she doesn't want him to have it. 


"For getting kidnapped? For attracting a suicide bomber? For piss-poor judgment? | think 
not." How great if she'd been like, "Yeah thanks, Archuleta." Eric gets all pissy and Isabel 
grabs him. Godric tells him to chill, and that it doesn't matter, and everybody sits down 
again. These are jumpy motherfuckers. She asks Godric to outline the bombing for her, once 
again, which has nothing to do with job and everything to do with hers. "I sacrificed 
everything for that child without a thought for myself. He doesn't notice." 


That's Maxine, in that she's the one that's talking, but it's really just Godric some more. 
"He doesn't care. He isn't grateful. He's running wild now, he's headed straight for hell." 
Before Maxine can make her son's latency even more about her, which it already is, 
Maryann comes in, shrouded in wind, covered in leaves. They never neglect to connect her 


power to nature. It's such an amazing image. Maxine is cowed, as Maryann stands in the 
middle of Merlotte's. "The God Who Comes* demands his sacrifice. Where is Sam 
Merlotte?" Arlene's eyes are black, as she reports that he's been gone all day, yet again. "A 
while back he was planning to leave!" Terry tattles, on an unrelated note. Maryanns' voice 
gets stupid/scary: "Bring him to meeeeee." Everybody's eyes shade black. 


* (Think about it.) 


Andy's drinking whisky in his motel room watching some inane show about battling 
ostriches when there's a knock at the door. It's Sam Merlotte, naked. God, | love motels. 


"What a fucking fiasco. You're lucky | don't send you all to the Magister. Godric, come to my 
suite and fill out the forms." Godric tells her he will, just as soon as he has his say. "I'm 
sorry," he says, to everyone. | apologize for all the harm I've caused, for all our lost ones, 
human and vampire. | will make amends, | swear it." Sookie stares, knowing what he 
means: to give it weight, to give it some kind of meaning. Eric finally figures it out. Nan's 
blissfully unaware, patting his arm -- "Take it easy, it's just a few signatures" -- and leaves 
with her people. Eric comes to him like a lover, begging him to reconsider. "Look in my 
heart," he says calmly, and swears there's nothing left to say. "There is," Eric cries out, and 
Godric agrees: they can talk on the roof. 
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Eric stands alone for a moment, before Bill Compton -- whose inability to read a fucking 
room is demonstrably endemic, even before he met Lorena -- decides it's time to throw 
some kind of fucking fit. It's very inappropriate. Eric begs him to let it slide for like five 
seconds, but no. Bill punches him in the face, which just proves how powerless he feels. The 
blood flows down. "Have | made my point?" Will you ever? Eric points out that it's already 
done -- "I'm part of her now" -- and Bill's overdramatic ass feels both helpless and stupid. 
He stands aside when Eric asks him to, and then Bill and Sookie are left alone in their room, 
which | guess is the Summit Suite. 


Bill slams the door behind Eric and works his wrist, unaccustomed to hitting, and she joins 
him in the bedroom. "I'm going to find Godric," she says, haltingly, and he's flummoxed. 
"None of this has anything to do with us. Godric is not your concern." Which is the thing 
Bill's never going to understand, even though it's the thing he loves best about her. It's her 
best thing. 


"If it weren't for him, | wouldn't be standing here. He's in pain, he's suffering. I've got to do 
something. You of all people should understand how he feels. What if it were you, Bill? What 
if in 1800 years, you were Godric?" He tries to imagine that. He can't, so he agrees, but 
wants to come with. She swings her ponytail and turns him down. This isn't about him. This 
is about her negotiation with that world, and her relationship with this boy, that she's tried 
to explain to him over and over, when he wasn't listening. "It'll be dawn ina little while." 
He shudders, helpless, and extends himself so far as to saying he could stand to be justa 
little burnt up. It's desperate and demeans them both. "I will not let you take that chance. 
With Godric there, you don't have to worry about me." 


Bill looks at her, amazed, trying to take her in all at once: "You are so tender-hearted. You 
feel obligated, | can see that. But Sookie, in all honesty, what can you do for hime" This is it. 


This is what she can do for him. She knows this. So does Bill. Somebody has to be there. 
Somebody has to witness it. 


The human population of Dallas is 2.4 million. They're going to wake up sometime inthe 
next hour, and go to work, and read about the latest vampire bullshit in the news. Some of 
them will be turned on. Some of them will be grossed out. Some of them will be both, and 
won't even knowit. A little brighter spot on the horizon, a flash on top of the vampire hotel 
that crouches in their dreams, nobody's going to notice that. But something beautiful is 
about to end. Something beautiful, and terrible, and older than Christ. By tonight, the spin 
machines will have started up again. What did it mean, what did he say, where do we go? 
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He's the oldest vampire in the New World. The most beautiful. The most powerful. The 
thing that they are capable of. And he is going to say goodbye. Somebody has to be there, 
somebody has to write it on her heart. To keep him alive, like Gran and Momma and Daddy 
Stackhouse. Like Eddie, and Amy, and all the rest of what we've lost. Somebody has to be 
there: Somebody who loves him. Somebody has to be there because Eric can't be. 


"It doesn't make sense, but... You understand?" He does. That's like every conversation 
they've ever had. It's beautiful. Their song plays, twisted right again, and Bill stands alone. 


"Two thousand years is enough," Godric's say, but Eric won't accept it. "It's insanity," he 
shouts, and Godric shakes his head: "Our existence is insanity. We don't belong here," he 
says, looking into Eric's eyes. Immortality, divinity passes. "But we are here," screams Eric. 
"It's not right!" 


"We're not right," Godric says quietly. Eric gets mad, saying that Godric taught him there 
was no such thing as right and wrong: Just survival, and death. Two thousand years ago that 
was only slightly more true than it is today. "I told a lie, as it turns out." Eric swallows, 
gulping at his anger. "I will keep you alive by force." Godric shakes his head. "Even if you 
could, why would you be so cruel?" 


Eric's gift for rhetoric is Hoyt's equal; he code-shifts to Swedish. "Godric, don't doit." That 
little bit of intimacy, that little reminder. "There are centuries of faith and love between 
us," Godric says, begging him to leave off. He falls to his knees, weeping like a child. The 
tears flow hot. "Please," he cries. "Please." On his knees, begging. Eric Northman, on his 
knees, begging in syllables. 


"Father, brother, son: Let me go." 


The blood drips as he tries. He does try, to go cold. It doesn't work. He swallows. "I won't let 
you die alone," he says, making a pact with himself, and Godric smiles. " Yes, you will." It 
bends him in half. 


Godric touches him; Godric raises him up: "As your Maker, | command you." With Godric's 
hand upon his neck, blessing him, Eric says goodbye. He finally stands up, and walks away. 
Sookie catches his hand at the stairwell: "I'll stay with him. As long as it takes." It wells up 
in his throat, and he can say nothing. So he doesn't. 


"It won't take long," Godric says. "Not at my age." She nods, and tells him she's got it 
figured out: the Fellowship part wasn't so smart. Of the whole plan, he shouldn't have 
trusted them. The meaning of acts is beyond them now. He nods. "I thought it might... Fix 
everything, somehow. But I don't think like a vampire anymore." He thinks of something 
better. He sees the world, stretched out in the sunlight, and his place in it. Finally. 
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And when he asks if she believes in God, she will say yes, without reservation. And when he 
asks how he'll be punished, she'll tell him patiently that's not what God is for. "God doesn't 
punish, God forgives." He'll know he doesn't deserve it, but he will grant himself the final 
grace: to hope. As we all do. As we must. 


"You'll care for him?" She'll shrug, hilariously: "You know how heis..." And he'll shoulder 
the blame for Eric, too, but she'll be only half-joking, and will tell him not to worry about it. 
"Eric's pretty much... Himself..." 


Sookie and Godric will notice it at the same moment: The smoke, rising from his skin. He will 
look to the sun again. 


Sookie will get scared, drop that brave face, hold back her tears: "Are you very afraid?" And 
he'll smile, so beautiful. "No, I'm full of joy." But what about the pain? He'll shake his head, 
sweetly. Shaggy, like alion. "I want to burn," he'll say, and she'll know what he means, but 
her throat wells up. She will begin to weep. "Well, I'm afraid for you." 


"A human with meat the end? And human tears. Two thousand years, and I can still be 
surprised. In this, | see God." 


The dawn will arrive. Just behind it there will be a door. Just beyond that door will be 
something better. Her heart will burn. He'll wave her away, out of the circle, and will remove 
his shirt. The flames will be blue, as she says goodbye. He will greet the dawn. He will be 
raised up, he will rise up, he is rising. 


All the children will gather at his knee and tell him it's okay now. He is home. Luke will be 
there, having prepared the way. He is risen, he is forgiven too. And all the men, and all the 
women. Victims and monsters. His art, they'll say, he enacted on his own soul: He is risen. 
Their love will be just like this. Sookie's eyes, looking back at him: Grieving for himisa 
kindness, but understanding, a miracle. A few bumps and bruises is a small price to pay for 
bliss. 


And when he asks them how he can be forgiven, they will explain patiently, a hundred 
times, a thousand times, as many times as it takes, that no one was ever judged by his worst 
sin. That God forgives; forgave before you thought to ask. And at the end of the infinite 
instant, he will finally understand, and he will unite with God, as it unfolds all around him. 
Why be ashamed of letting go? 


The dawn arrives. Just behind it is a door. Just beyond that door is something better. 


THE FIVE AND A HALF MINUTE HALLWAY 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 2 | Episode 10 | Aired on 08.23.2009 


New World In My View - Team Dallas finally returns to Bon Temps, which has gone from its usual 
crappiness to a whole new demonic kind of crappiness while they were gone. 


Well, Bon Temps is all effed up. Jason and Sookie drive home with Bill in the trunk -- with 
more sexytime dreams about Eric, which can keep going on as long as you want to throw 
them at us, show -- and almost run over some Maryann zombies like, first thing. Sookie 
comes home toa big old mess of a Wicker Man in her driveway made out of organic 
premium fruits and meats, thanks to Maryann, and a gorgeously gothic Silent Hill house of 
hell. 


Bill tries to bite Maryann for being tacky -- and foams up all on the mouth just like last time 
-- and they head over to Lafayette's, where he and Lettie Mae have Tara tied up. 
Somewhere between an intervention and an exorcism only gets worse when Bill and Sookie 
stupidly throw their powers at her. 


Hoyt and Jessica have Zombie Maxine at Bill's house, where the only thing that chills out her 
rage is playing Bill's Wii. It's kind of sad, but mostly because I wish she was dead. Way 
sadder is Zombie Terry's zombie clarity, as he assumes sergeantship of the zombie 
population: he's used to finding order in madness. Zombie Jane and Zombie Arlene trick 
Sam and Andy into the Merlotte's deep freeze, which is like the busiest spot in town at this 
point. 


Jason becomes totally awesome, like this crazy atheist survivalist bomb-shelter freak, and 
saves Sam and Andy from the deep freeze. Then they dress him up like the six-pack Dread 
Pirate Roberts so all the zombies think he's Dionysus, and he "smites" Sam into vanishing. 
Jason Stackhouse is so great! Even shirtless and wearing a gas mask and branches on his 
head, he's still so awesome. 


Maxine's nasty zombie shit finally sends Jessica over the brink and she bites her ass, and 
Sookie does some kind of magical shit to Maryann that | don't even know. Then they figure 
out what everybody on the show has already figured out, which is that Maryann is like God 
or something, so Bill goes to see Queen Sophie-Anne, aka the Eric that Erics dream about. 
We only see her pert little vampire ankle this week, but it's as crazy as most people's entire 
vampire. 


Want more? The full recap starts right below! 


Sookie walks down the hall of the Hotel Carmilla, with the song of Godric and Eric -- so 
much like her own cello song with Bill -- echoing, wearing her gingham dress. Eric's in his 
room, sitting on the floor, bent over and hot as hell, crying blood tears. When she says his 
name, he looks up, but not at her. "Godric is gone," he says. She knows. She was there. And 
through her, so was he. "I'm so sorry," she says, reaching out to touch his chin, and he 
finally meets her eyes. She kisses first one cheek and then the other, but as she leans away 
he reaches out and grabs her hand, hungry and lonely, in need of comfort. He weeps as he's 
kissing her. When he pops fangs she reaches out and touches them, gasping. She offers her 
neck, and he bites... 


Which wakes her up, eyes wide, in the Anubis shuttle next to her brother, riding back to Bon 
Temps in the sunlight. Jason recognizes the look on her face, he's had that look before. He 
asks what she was dreaming about, but he means who. She stares around and offers, 
lamely, "Bill?" Before touching his casket in the trunk very lightly. Jason settles down into 
his seat, remembering his first ride back from All-State: The way the town looked different 
somehow. Sookie agrees, but notes that she's never left before. "Seems like something's 
different to me, though." 


The world has gotten bigger. Gran is gone, Jason is back. She saw a vampire taken into God's 
hands, she sat in their nests and ate their food, she saw a beautiful church become a place 
for torture and violation. Tara will be waiting in the house for her, and her life can start over 
once again. 


But you don't go home. You go to a new place every time. While she was away, the world 
became wild. The old safe places became not so safe; the old hiding places were touched 
with madness. The uncanny began to invade; the uncanny was invited in. She reached out 
and touched his fangs, and offered him her throat. 


The Welcome To Bon Temps sign at the city limits has been defaced: Now it reads Bone Temps, 
a penis scrawled across the arm of the W. Welcome in, it says on the left, and FUCK OFF, it 
says on the right: You don't go home, and welcome home. 


Everything is empty, or nearly empty. The town is dead, or nearly so. Aman slams himself, 
his head, against the girder of an awning, just to feel it. The street is littered with flowers, 
across which a squat strange woman chases a protesting man; a couple throws themselves 
in the path of the shuttle, faster than the driver can swerve, and the windshield crumples 
under them. Jason and Sookie exit, staring, and they laugh. Their eyes are black; Jason asks 
them why and they only laugh harder, running toward the church. "We gotta find Sam! It's 
almost time, man!" 
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Maryann's Mycene goddess figure stands in Sookie's front yard, writ large: A ten-foot lady 
made of bones and slabs of meat, breakfast and lunch and dinner, vines and ivies and 
garlands and entrails, flowers and melon's flesh. Her arms are held up in celebration, a 
vision of abundance and growth, unchecked unto excess. It won't last long in the sun. 


Eggs congratulates her on its scope -- "I think you've outdone yourself!" -- and as she 
laughs Karl appears, with a fat black crow onits back, wings spread, ona board. It was 
beautiful when it was alive, intimidating, but now it's just craft supplies. "Feathers! 
Perfection," she says, and pulls them out easily. "I'm thinking more meat," she says 
suddenly, arms crossed on the first rung. Karl offers more ground chuck, but she spurs him 
to think about who this is for, this altar made of life. "Corn-fed Kobe it is," Karl says, aiming 
higher, and she smiles like a poet. " You're finally getting it, Karl." She sends her men for 
more expensive meat: "Organs, kidneys, livers, anything you can find." Eggs's eyes are 
black today. "You want us to go kill something, so it's extra fresh?" She laughs like a Martha 
Stewart nightmare, and shakes her head. "Don't worry, | have other people bringing us 
something living to sacrifice." 


That would be Sam, cowering in the motel room like Michael Shannon when Andy Bellefleur 
comes back bearing his clothes, from the jail cell. "Station was totally empty. Cells were all 
wide open. They think I'm a bad cop? You should see the square, it looks like New York City 
or something. People banging their heads on posts, graffiti everywhere. People pissing all 
over the sidewalk. This whole town's going down the crapper." While Sam does often think 
and remark upon the simple rural pleasures of Bon Temps and the encroaching horrors of 
culture, et cetera, today he is more worried about the immortal handmaiden of God who has 
their entire town under her command and has decided to cut him open. His priorities are 
basically in order. 


Sam does the whole Ben Is Glory for Andy's benefit one more time, and how Maryann 
Forrester is to blame for all the weird stuff that has sent Andy on this ongoing bender/Body 
Snatchers reenactment. He asks Sam yet again what Maryann even wants with Sam, and he 
shakes his head bewildered: "| think to cut my heart out, while a bunch of naked people 
watch." He mangles the religious part, but that's a pretty good summation of the 
immediate issues at hand. "People thought | was crazy because | thought | sawa pig," Andy 
whines, and Sam reassures him that he did see a pig. He can't bear to tell him what (who) 
the pig was, because that would mean coming out of the shifter closet to a madman, so he 
just says she was a part of it, doing Maryann's dirty work. Andy wants to kill her, but as Sam 
points out that she doesn't die. 
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It makes me wonder what the endgame is. Because it can't just be the reification of order, 
that goes against this whole show. You can't have some Apollonian force come in and put 
her down, because that's worse than what she's doing -- as Sookie and Bill will soon 
demonstrate -- and besides, we already know supes are incomplete in their immunity 
against her. So no vampires, no Sam, no Sookie | think. Which leaves what sort of force or 
personality? It can't be somebody crazier than her, because ain't nobody fits that 
description. 


Maybe poor Terry, whose madness keeps him sane and vice versa, and has our sole 
experience of wartime. Or Lafayette, who lives at the boundary of every division like 
Mercutio. Or Jason, who holds onto every set of opposites even when they burn him, 
because he's too dumb and too good to let them go. Maybe Sam, if he'd stop being sucha 
closet case and allow himself to live on the line. Or Tara, who got us into this shitstorm. 


It's hard, because you're talking about a Person who is also a Thing, and the only people we 
know like that on this show, that require that bifocal vision, are the vamps, and | would just 
puke if they stopped her. Normally | would say play bomb against bomb, let the Fellowship 
blow themselves up along with Maryann: that's a union of opposites all right, Apollo and 
Dionysus together. But then, that's essentially what Luke and Godric did, by killing each 
other without ever meeting, across the night: United life and death into salvation for 
everybody. 


Which brings a whole other parallel opposition into focus: Luke's death brought Eric and 

Sookie together through the blood, and Godric's through the heart that pumps it. If Sam is 
the sacrifice (The Chariot?), then has that double-operation made Sookie the Star, the girl 
bringing water to the river and the shore? | can see that for sure. Tara and Eggs are already 
the Lovers, and the chained lovers at the Devil's hand, but they're not opposed in any way. 


They're just people, cracks in the dam; they're not forces, not like Sookie or the vamps. | feel 
like I'm missing something. 


When Sam's phonerings, he's nervous but he answers, stiffly: "Hey, Arlene." We never see 
her eyes, so it's possible she's telling the truth as she begs him to come to Merlotte's: 
They're become a mad mob, zombies, they've got Terry and they're coming for her, and 
she's finally figured out Maryann is crazy -- "I mean, she is Hannibal Lecter crazy!" -- and 
now feels like her kids are in trouble, and there's no Sheriff's office anymore. Just Sam. 
(Maryann puts nothing in you. Arlene's shame lies in having loved and given her bodytoa 
man who hurt her friends and threatened her kids; Arlene's madness lies in loving and 
giving her body to a man who hurts her friends.) You can hear them, from where she's 
crouching ina Merlotte's booth, hooting and screaming and laughing, and he gives in. Of 
course. Give the man the option to walk into a trap and he will just go right ahead. 
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| guess it's night time now, because Bill gets out of his casket in his living room, looking hot 
as hell. Jason's calling in the car crash, but the police station answering machine is full. 
Sookie "feels" that things are super fucked up in Bon Temps, while notifying Bill of the 
obvious, and then worse still Maxine Fortenberry comes screaming out of a bedroom, 
black-eyed and monstrous, laughing cruelly: "Well, if it ain't the vamper and his vamper 
lover!" Jason hoots, seeing her eyes, and as she rushes down the steps toward them Hoyt 
follows, calling out to her. Jessica's beyond relieved that they're finally home, pointing out 
the obvious fact that Maxine's "gone, like, totally batshit."" They kids swear they don't 
know what's going on with her; Hoyt thought it was just her new diet pills, but now? 


They ask how long she's been like this, and Jessica says it's been a day. "And | will be, for as 
long as it takes for Him to get His offering!" Jason immediately identifies this oath as 
"fucking fucked-up," and Hoyt fills them in on the town's obsession with Sam Merlotte, 
"and how they're gonna offer him to God." Maxine lunges at Jason -- to Sookie's 
amazement and Jessica's wiser terror -- attacking him starting with her lips: "Why don't 
you offer yourself up to me, Jason Stackhouse? You dirty little monkey!" Which, well, | mean 
there's crazy and then there's crazy, and trying to fuck Jason Stackhouse isn't just a good 
idea but sort of mandatory. 


But then, Maxine's never allowed herself to want anything. She lives in the same place as 
Sarah Newlin, or Sookie before Bill: She's a good southern woman, a belle in her own mind, a 
person who couldn't even see her own rage or hatred until it was laid out before her on the 
table. | wonder if that made her more susceptible to Maryann, when she finally showed up. 
In any case, it's not that the black eyes are making her want Jason -- anybody's eyes can do 
that -- or making her want to play the most violent games possible on Bill's Wii. She always 
wanted those things, and was never given the opportunity to express them -- she couldn't 
even think them. They festered: Sarah's rhetorical acrobatics turned hate into love and 
genocide into patriotism. 


Hoyt says it doesn't calm her down, just helps her focus -- "I'm gonna crack open your 
fucking skull, bitch!" -- and what she focuses on is destruction, hate, rage, bloodlust, 
regular lust. Which is why Maryann exists, and why she will always exist: If Maxine hadn't 
spent her entire genteel, trashy life being "calm," she wouldn't be fucking crazy now. But if 
she weren't fucking crazy now, she'd have spent her entire life without once being alive. 
Extremes call each other into being, because the world loves only balance. 
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"So she says God is coming?" Yes, specifically to Maryann's. Sookie asks Hoyt where that is, 
and Hoyt blushes, because it was once Sookie's house. "They're gonna rip that boy open 
and serve him up like barbecue!" Maxine cackles. Sookie asks about the clawed thing, 
suddenly, putting it together; Hoyt's heard that Miss Jeanette and Daphne both had 
clawmarks on their backs. Sookie and Bill share a look; Jason's more interested in the fact 
that Merlotte's has a new waitress to fuck, to his sister's amusement, and he's crestfallen 
to learn she already skipped the Jason-fucking part of the sequence and proceeded right to 
the dying: "She had her heart cut out, just like the other one." 


Jason, of course, is all hopped up on weeks (days?) of bootcamp, and commits immediately 
to heading off to Merlotte's so he can "find out what the hell is happening on [his] turf." 
Bill, in an almost-approving but certainly not paternalistic way, tells him they know a bit 
about the creature, and doesn't want him going near it. The martial drums start, as Jason 
continues to underscore the wonderful mutual-respect thing they have going: "Mr. 
Compton, | ain't about to sit back and let monsters destroy my town." Sookie reminds him 
of his promise to sometimes use his head, so she doesn't have to kick it around the corn 
patch or whatever the Abnerian fuck she was talking about last week. "Oh, | am. | ain't 
never been so clear in my whole life. This here is the war I've been training for." 


Bill's intrigued, and sees his purpose, and finally holds Sookie back: "He can take care of 
himself. We've seen that." He nods, man to man, and it's awesome, but... I've decided to 
punch Bill every time he tells Sookie to shut up. Especially when it's about her house, her 
family, her shit. So while | love Bill for finally being the only person, besides poor old Amy 
Burley, to love Jason for what he is, it's balanced by his usual creepy Sookie stuff. They tell 
him to drive straight there, not knowing it's the center of the hurricane, and to get inside 
quick as hecan. "And do not go into the woods by yourself," Sookie says. It's a personal 
truth, hard-won from her time with the Minotaur; it's also the first rule of fairytales. He 
swears he won't, and kisses his sister goodbye. 


Like things on alist, Sookie asks after Tara. Hoyt stumbles. "She's been... Partying pretty 
hard, over at Mary... It's just something that people say!" he says, as Sookie grabs her 
sweater, but she doesn't understand what he's really saying. She thinks it's just something 
people say, and she's not concerned: she'll fuck this lady up and then it will be her house 
again. But you never go home. Bill accompanies her out, and Hoyt wonders if he should have 
gone along. Jessica, looking as ragged as she has been, declines: "And leave me alone here 
with her? No fuckin' way." 
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Sam heads into his haunted bar for like the eightieth time, Andy following with a flashlight, 
and though he can't see the people he can smell them. Andy doesn't have time to wonder 
what that's about before Arlene appears, smiling brightly, with a huge-ass knife in her 
hand. And when he asks if she's okay, she's happier than we've ever seen her, overjoyed 
with the love of God: "I am now! Because soon He'll be getting what's His!" They crawl out 
like zombies, and Andy is weirded out, and they begin praying. Andy shoots his gun as they 
laugh, coming out of every place, and they just laugh at him. Nothing new there. 


Terry grabs his arm, and it goes shooting off into the bar. "Hey, at least shoot the cheap 
liquor! Bottom shelf, bottom shelf!" Arlene shouts; he takes the gun and drops Andy. "We 


call this move 'stress inoculation,'" he explains, shooting out random glass and things, and 
then a guy in the arm. He's worried a moment, but when the man laughs they all begin to 
laugh. Terry's madness is the war; his sanity is also the war. He's better prepared for this 
than any of them, because this world -- madness, killers everywhere, chaos and no 
accountability -- is not substantially different from what he knows. You don't go home. 


Sam takes his moment and grabs Andy, busting free of a bubba and heading for the back 
door before ending up in the kitchen. He hauls Andy over the counter, toward the freezer, 
but they snatch at his feet, laughing. "Cut his feet off!" they shout, and he finally kicks free. 
They jump in the freezer, and lock it from inside. Outside, Terry calls them all to attention: 
"We have our EPW right where we want him. And there ain't no place for him to go." Which, 
he explains to Jane Bodehouse, means that they've secured the target. "Mission 
accomplished!" he shouts, and they cheer like a battleship full of retards. He orders 
"Bodehouse" to call Maryann, while inside the freezer Sam and Andy worry about the fact 
that they can't actually fight back: these are their friends and neighbors and cousins. Jane 
rushes to the payphone, but gets distracted: "For a good time, call Peanut." She hoots to 
herself, because she does love a good time, and completely forgets Maryann altogether. 


"It burns where I'm tied up," Tara complains, black-eyed and struggling. "It burns like fire, 
Mama!" Lettie Mae worries over her, protesting that the bonds aren't doing any good, but 
Lafayette assures her that it's in everybody's best interest to keep those insane arms tied 
up. "Tell your mama what you need," Lettie Mae says, stroking her daughter's face; Tara is 
still for a moment before headbutting her viciously, and going into another round of 
hysterics. Okay, that was kind of awesome. 
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Lafayette grabs Tara's face roughly, turning those black eyes up: "Tara, you're stronger 
than whatever this is, and you know it. Now, get the fuck up out of there!" She spits, 
suddenly, and he jumps back. She laughs; Lettie Mae prays fervently that Miss Jeanette were 
here, and Lafayette scoffs. "She don't need no damn backwoods witch. She need Thorazine 
and a padded cell." Tara begins to pray. 


Tara watches Lettie Mae through a blurry haze as her mother prays in turn. "Bless the Lord, 
O my soul and all that is within me: bless his holy name." Tara moans at the old formula. 
"And forget not all his benefits who forgives all your iniquities." Lafayette takes up the 
prayer, surprising her. "...Who heals all your diseases, who redeems your life from 
destruction. Hallelujah God." He sits down, drinking wine from the bottle with an arch look. 
"Jesus and | agreed to see other people, but that don't mean we don't still talk from time to 
time." 


Lettie Mae weighs his soul and finds it acceptable. " You've been good to my Tara," she says, 
as Lafayette smokes, as Tara wriggles and moans. All possession is being trapped. Tara's 
convulsions against her ropes are Maxine's convulsions against her neighbors. It only looks 
like possession from the outside. "I hadn't left a hole in this girl, maybe whatever's in there 
wouldn't have crawled in." She applies a cloth to her daughter's head, trying to give 
comfort and succor; she doesn't know that this particular hole was all Tara's doing. 


Lafayette points out that he kicked her out too, on her birthday no less. "| was feeling all 
Poor Pitiful Me because of the shit | had brought on myself. If | wasn't acting like a stupid 
little bitch, | would have seen trouble coming after her a mile away, and | would have 


handled that shit." He's more right than Lettie Mae, but no less wrong. He could have 
warned her, and he did, but he couldn't have handled it. It doesn't take other people to save 
us, we do that for and from ourselves. That's what God looks like. That's what she's doing. 
"He's coming," Tara laughs. "He's on his way. And He's gonna kill us all!" 


The altar has already begun to stink when Bill and Sookie arrive at Maryann's. The music 
inside the open door is slow, the wrong rpm, like a drunken invocation. The door is open 
because there is no need to close the door. This is what Jessica's father was terrified of: the 
branches, the leaves, the vines, growing through the house, ina soft candlelight. The 
presumption of unchecked nature ina house abandoned. The lush and nasty smell of loam 
and blood and vegetation. It is terrible and it is terrifying; it is the most beautiful thing I've 
ever seen on this show not involving Eric's body. 
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Her house is haunted, now, by life. And this is the song that it sings: 


Hello walls... Don't you miss her since she up and walked away? 
...Aren't you lonely since our darling disappeared? 

... She went away and left us all alone... 

We'll have to learn to get along without her if we can 

...We must all stick together or else I'll lose my mind 

I've got a feeling she'll be gone a long, long time... 


Inside, Sookie grabs at Bill's hands because things are getting Unheimliche up in here: The 
picture of them as girls, with fucked-up leprechaun Gran, lies broken on the stairs. On that 
Mycene statue, the Goddess with her arms upstretched, running down her skin: the yolk 
and white of an egg, broken on it like a ship against the cliffs. 


Lafayette calls, terrified, asking when Sookie's getting back in town; his voice ratchets up 
when he learns where she is: "I'm here," she says, "In what used to be my living room." You 
never go home. He screams into the phone: "I ain't half as worried about her as |am about 
you up in that fucking house. Get out. Run!" Bill stares at Maryann's Minotaur mask, 
lingering, thinking, as Sookie grabs him, pulling him toward the door. 


"What are you doing in my house?" Maryann says, covered lusciously in blood and dirt, 
streaked with rain, surrounded by the forest. Sookie begs to differ on the matter of 
ownership, but Maryann is wiser: "It is now." Bill strongly suggests she remove herself from 
the premises, and Maryann laughs appreciatively, collecting him with her eyes the way she 
once did Andy Bellefleur, outside the police station: "My, you found yourself quite the 
specimen! Though | daresay there's nothing stopping him from one day leaving you cold." 


Sookie swears she's not scared, as though that were a threat and not a promise, and 
Maryann holds her against the wall, by the throat. They share memories, of the chase and 
the Minotaur, its claws. Bill tosses Maryann onto the couch, telling Sookie to run, and he 
pops fang, holding her by the throat in turn. "Yes, ravage me!" she shouts, undulating 
beneath him, turned on fora moment beyond the limits that we've seen. First the food, and 
then the sex, and then the violence: what would it take to surprise Maryann, or to delight 
her? The unknown, and death. She offers her throat, and then goes further, holding his 
head against her neck, knowing he'll soon struggle: "Ravage me!" 
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He shoves himself back, finally, black ichor choking from his throat. Maryann laughs at 
Sookie's confusion, as he continues to choke and barf. "What did you do to him?" she asks, 
as though the blood of god could ever feed the vampires. When Sookie was scratched and 
Bill fed her himself, she choked like this, coughing up white bile. Maryann finally looks 
closer and sees it, the secret; for the first time, Bill's not there to keep it from light. "What 
are you?" she says, delighted, attracted. And when Sookie's hand rises to push her face 
away, it shines like asun. Amask of light and a sound of sparks. 


Sookie stares at her hand fora moment before grabbing Bill. "None of your business!" she 
shouts, hilariously, and he goes moaning and choking after. At the door, Maryann is joyful: 
"That was fun!" she calls, but it's just Lorena play-acting; alone with her thoughts, her 
immortal memories, her boredom that's older than Godric was, she has fallen in love. 
"What are you?" She touches her face, blissfully, and laughs to herself. She's not crazy, 
she's ecstatic. 


"Aren't you glad | didn't take your advice and quit drinking?" Heh. Andy passes a bottle to 
Sam, while they shiver. "And if I'd left this town when | wanted to, nobody'd be in this 
situation," Sam worries. Andy tells him he's been good to the town, notwithstanding the 
occasional nudism, but Sam continues to stress. All this time being invisible, being the good 
boss and the quiet mystery, the shapeshifter, he's become a celebrity. "What if Terry had 
shot that guy in the head instead of the shoulder? People are gonna start dying soon." 
Thinking he's helping, Andy says that's already happening: Miss Jeanette, and Daphne. He 
can't remember her last name. 


"Landry," Sam shudders. "Daphne Landry." He laughs, angrily, wondering if that was even 
her name. Of course it was. | invoke the rule of this show, which is thatnobody has it together 
enough to lie about anything, ever. Half of their conversations are like, "You didn't tell me 
you were going to slaughter the town/the humans/the vampires/my family!" And the 
answer is inevitably: "I, or someone in the know, told you precisely that." | was going to say 
it's the supes, but the humans are the same way. Everybody leaves shit out when they want 
to fool you, but nobody ever lies. Daphne didn't lie about a single thing. She fucked him and 
she told him he was wonderful, and she told him not to be ashamed. And if he somehow 
thought that meant they were going to have werebabies together, that's on him. 
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The CGI frost on their breath is untenable. Andy conveys his condolences on Daphne dying, 
and then starts talking fucking crazynuts. "When | was growing up| had ananny. Her name 
was Annie. Annie the nanny! She used to say to me that, uh, in the country of the blind, the 
one-eyed man was king. | think she told me that because she thought | was one of the blind, 
but... You got the burden of being the one-eyed man. | envy that." You shouldn't: that's 
you. That's all Andy's been this year. Sam's a supe so he doesn't get to be in that story. But 
Andy, maybe his tenuous sobriety is the same as Terry's shellshock: stress inoculation that 
keeps him from being taken over. | do know that it's fun to watch Andy dance around, 
because he's adorable, but if he ever gets the black eyes, won't your heart break a little bit? 
Maybe he'll get just one. Anyway, Sam's like, "I have no idea WTF you are talking about"; 
Andy admits he doesn't either. That's how you know it means something. 


Jason parks out back in the underbrush and assembles his weapons -- fireworks, nailguns, 
the gas mask from his Strangler games, but once again no guns -- and heads into 
Merlotte's. Jane's asking Sam through the door if he knows a Peanut Burch, unable to 
remember who he is or why she called him or whom she was meant to call instead. Mike 
Spencer drinks beer from the tap; there is angry cunnilingus close by. Old people are fucking 
against the pool table while a guy snorts coke anda man and woman lap mustard froma 
young girl's thighs. Only in Bon Temps would you see this much orgiastic activity and not a 
single guy-on-guy. Thank God for Fangtasia! and its lapsed morals. 


Once this was home. Appalled, Jason tells them all to cut it out, but of course they just keep 
laughing and redouble their efforts. Brandishing a chainsaw, he is at aloss for a moment, 
but then cuts their CD player in half with a barbaric yawp, cutting all the way through the 
bar. They stare, disappointed, getting mad. There are punches thrown before he's able to 
grab Arlene and point the nailgun at her poor empty head. "Ambush! Ambush!" Terry 
screams, but the rest of them cheer. "Yeah! Nail her!" Arlene's all for it, but Terry suddenly 
gets afraid for his "special lady." She tells him it'll be fine, she needs a haircut anyway, but 
he's not having it. Terry finally calls a timeout, and they parlay. 


"All right, Stackhouse. Name your demands." Jason tells them all to leave, and he'll hand 
her over. Arlene laughs, and Terry calls to his troops. "All right. The order is to retreat. 
Immediately." There is resistance, but Terry informs them that when he gives an order 
they'd better fucking follow it, which is enough to get them moving. "We will unfuck this 
situation at a later date!" Jane Bodehouse continues to be totally amazing, all wolfish eyes 
and smacking lips and general craziness. Terry marches them out, and Jason hands her over 
before locking the door. "Oh, baby. My hero," she moans outside. "I love it when you get all 
military like that. Where's your guns, baby?" 
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Billis barfing out Sookie's car window as they race to Lafayette's. She threatens to call Eric, 
if only to get ahold of Dr. Ludwig, but of course Bill's gotta bitch about that. He asks about 
the mysterious powers she expended on Maryann's face, but she's just as surprised by that 
one so she glosses past it. "It was Maryann that attacked me in the woods. Even though | 
don't have a scar, | could feel her there on my back when she was touching me." Honestly, 
the sentences that come out of Sookie's mouth. | wish somebody would make her diagram 
them once ina while. Bill and Sookie agree to kill Maryann, and then Billin quick succession 
A) Decides to use Tara in some fashion if they can and B) Demands that Sookie hand over her 
wrist so he can suck on it. It hurts her. He doesn't care. 


With the do-rag and the tank top, Jason's sort of dressed like Lafayette. He calls Sam and 
Andy out of the freezer and they do the whole thing again with checking the eyes, "If we 
gonna get out of here," Jason says, "We gonna need a even bigger divergence." Which, the 
Stackhouses, you have to love them. Of course, a keg comes flying immediately through a 
window, and then the zombies are right back in there. So the whole thing with the mean 
cunnilingus and the mustard and the nailgun accomplished apparently six seconds of calm 
and quiet before everything went back to the way it was, only now Jason is there and he's 
gotten Sam and Andy out of the freezer. Even with this pointless Benny Hill running around 
bullshit it's still like fifteen minutes short. | don't get it. 


Terry's very spooky and in a whole other war movie now, shushing the zombies and putting 
down his gun on the table. "Sam Merlotte. There's no escaping, Sam Merlotte. The God 


Who Comes always gets what he comes for." He lights a cigarette and cocks his eyebrow: 
"And as for you, Jason Stackhouse. Not cool." Jason points out that no normal God would 
really be interested in zombie trash like the Bon Temps revelers, and Mike Spencer tosses 
popcorn in his buddy's mouth and says probably God will eat Jason. Or maybe they will. 
They laugh like hyenas, and then Sam abruptly gives some lame hero speech and stagedives 
backwards into their zombie arms. 


They are praying super hard now, and tied-up Tara is doing it too, unceasing and freaky. 
Lafayette puts down his wine glass and slaps the shit out of her, but she just kind of rocks 
back and forth and keeps at it. "This has got to be the worst motherfucking intervention in 
history." There's a knock at the door and he thinks it's Sookie, but it's some V-using 
sorority girl who refuses to take no for an answer... Until Bill appears, scares the piss out of 
her, and menaces Lafayette about it. Lafayette tells him to talk to Eric about the V-selling, 
and makes a point of inviting Bill inside his home. After inviting him to slow his roll. 
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One would think Tara would be happy to see Sookie, since Sookie's been ignoring her almost 
entirely for, um, twenty-two episodes of this show now, but one would be wrong. "Get me 
the fuck out, you cunt, or | will kill you." This house is empty. Once it was home. Sookie leans 
in and tries to do her mindreading thing, but there's just a black cloud. All that fake 
civilization bullshit just fallen away. Lettie Mae is sort of fascinated, sort of astonished by 
the fact that Sookie is psychic, but | guess those are the little things you miss when you go 
on a thirty-year bender. Tara asks her to stop raping her brain, which is... Exactly what she's 
doing, and it's gross, and this whole thing is gross and violating, and the reason that we 
know that is that Bill says, "You have to go further into her mind than you ever have 
before," which is gross on this show, and beside the point, and simultaneously Tara notices 
the bandage around Sookie's wrist: "You try and kill yourself?" Which is, if you're not 
careful, exactly what Vampire Boyfriend is about. He could leave you cold. 


"| don't blame you, with your fucked-up life," Tara spits, and Sookie pushes further into her 
mind, and sees the first proper Maryann orgy-orgy, with the Reese's Pieces and the 
dancing, and then there's a black abyss. "Abyss" is the word Sookie uses. Nobody seems to 
notice what that means: You never go home. This is a violation. Then Bill's like, "I've been 
raping girls' brains for two hundred years" and tries to give glamouring a try, and Sookie 
says she doesn't want to hurt her, but Bill doesn't care, so while Lafayette watches 
worriedly and holds onto Lettie Mae's hand, the two of them force their way into her, 
together. That is disgusting on every level this show has, and it's going to bite them in the 
ass. 


Arlene tearfully thanks Sam for his service, "For giving us all this gift so that He cancome 
into the world," as they tie him to the roof of acar. Jane cheers when the first of Jason's 
flares fly over; in zombievision it's beautiful. A figure stands on a car close by, with killer abs 
and a gas mask, with flashing lights all around courtesy of Andy Bellefleur. "Silence! It is 
me, the God Who Comes! Ah-ha-ha! I have come, and now! am here!" Mike's not sold; Andy 
remembers that the Horned God has horns, and runs off to get them. "Sam Merlotte, you 
are my offering! People, your work here is done. Go home!" Jane's bummed, but God is 
serious. "He is the best offering ever! You will all have great weather! And good crops! Now 
leave!" Terry calls bullshit, because God has horns, and Jason does some kind of American 
Gladiator shit -- my notes say "JS: power move," like that's a thing -- and Andy holds up 
the branches behind his head, and it's awe-inspiring and hilarious. 
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Sam slithers down off his other car and comes over through the crowd asking Jason to 
"smite" him, but Jason can't hear him through the gas mask, so Sam ends up yelling, 
"Smite me, Lord. Smite me, motherfucker!" So Jason smites him finally, and the lights -- 
which is like Andy Bellefleur and a flashlight and some PLUR -- go crazy, and Sam vanishes. 
Which is confusing for his fellows, amazing for the zombies, and dangerous for the fly that 
Sam nowis. They all jump around and cheer, and Jason tells them to report back to Maryann 
that he's way pleased. Jane Bodehouse goes, "Thank you, God," and he says, "You are 
welcome." Fake gods always have really good manners. That's how you can tell. 


Terry swats at Sam, who you'd think would be getting better at flying by now, and Terry 
atten-huts the whole zombie squad over to Maryann's house for debriefing. ("Anybody 
who wants to debrief me can do so right now," Jane shouts, of course.) They run off 
cheering, and Jason's hot body is hot some more, and we've missed it. Dang church. Then 
Sam wanders out ass-naked in a Merlotte's apron and spraying a fire extinguisher on all the 
flares they set off. Jason's impressed, Andy swears he's done drinking, Sam's clothes are...? 
Probably gone with the zombies, if we're doing the whole thing. 


Bill goes, "Tara, you are safe here. You have to do exactly as | say." Tara stops chanting and 
tells him she's not his fucking slave girl. Lafayette goes, "If ever there was a time to listen to 
a white man, this would be it." Lettie Mae prays uselessly. Sookie finally shoves her way in, 
and the black slowly trails out of her eyes, and Sookie holds onto her. The first moment is 
comfort, and the rest is misery and terror. She remembers everything she did, and realizes 
that makes her insane. She's not insane, she's in crisis, which is halfway to fixed, and they 
fucked that right up, but whatever. Right now, she thinks she's insane, and right now she is 
right. You don't go home. 


Sookie pets her hair and the Jesus music plays and she cries for a million years, then sees her 
mom and apologizes and cries for a million more years, and then sees Lafayette and cries for 
a million years yet, and meanwhile Sookie wigs out because she saw the Minotaur and 
Maryann and howitall fits together, while she was rooting around in her poor friend's skull. 
Tara remembers to worry about Eggs, who is just as blameless as she is and just as scared, 
but Lafayette assumes the worst and bars the door. Worse and worse. 
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Outside, Sookie and Bill put the whole Bon Temps season together in agonizingly slow 
detail, because that's how they do everything, and Bill flashes back to this one time in 
Chicago a hundred years ago when he was reading this one book and this one page was 
really interesting and what it said was: MARYANN IS A MAENAD WHO DRESSES UP LIKE A 
MINOTAUR AND PRETENDS TO BE A SOCIAL WORKER. HER LIKES INCLUDE: HOT SHOWERS 
IN THE AM, ORGIES, EATING EVERYTHING ALL THE TIME, SCRATCHING YOUR GIRLFRIEND 
ALL UP, QUALITY WEED, HITTING KARL, AND DOING A SPOOKY DANCE. ALSO DOES EVIL 
ACTIVITIES ON THE REG, SUCH AS CUTTING OUT HEARTS AND VIBRATING AT DOG PEOPLE 
OR PIG PEOPLE. He's like, "Sookie, | have a vague idea of what Maryann's about. But right 
now | have torun off and have a secret meeting with a secret vampire person who has many 
secrets," and then totally peaces. 


Sookie's like, "Well, | probably should be here anyway so I can save the whole town, because 
when | left town things really went to shit." Like Maxine, who is now on her knees pulling on 


Hoyt's shirt, trying to get out of the Compton house so she can go bein orgies, heapinga 
thousand miles of bullshit on him and his personality and his manhood, just completely 
insensate to the slow burn Jessica's been working for the last however long. Hoyt tells her to 
be a freak, be mean, whatever, she's not going to go eat Sam at Merlotte's, and she relates 
that to Jessica being a "devil slut" in some way, and Jessica gets scary. "I'm getting real 
tired of this shit," she says, and Hoyt tells Maxine to be nice or he'll lock her in the cubby 
until Vampire Bill gets home. Then she punches him in what she calls his "penguin dick," 
which | don't even know, and calls Jessica a "vamper tramp," calls Hoyt and his father both 
"half men," making the two of them "a half-man and a dead whore," and how unlovable 
that makes both of them, and Jessica pops fang and very calmly says, "Look, lady. You have 
no idea how little control | have over my actions. You also do not know that | haven't eaten 
in days." Hoyt is put upon, because now they are both going crazy, but Maxine won't quit, so 
finally Jessica just zooms over and bites her. About ten hours past sainthood, but still 
awkward for the young couple. 


The title song plays over a beautiful pool, or a moat, across which Bill swaggers in his black 
jacket, stepping over running water, stone to stone, on the Queen's beautiful estate. 
There's a greenhouse to the east, and four be-sunglassed Matrix agents in the courtyard. A 
man welcomes Bill into the house, which is covered in water: mosaics of waves, a coral arch, 
seashells. The queen is waiting for him, as she feeds; her meal's shapely ankle dangles, 
dripping blood. It's like coming home. 


NEVER JAM TODAY 
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Frenzy - Bill gets jerked around by the Queen, while Tara messes with everybody else's heads back home. 


Bill spends a spa day at the home of Sophie-Anne, the Vampire Queen of Louisiana, eating 
hot Latvians, fake sunbathing, catching up with Sookie's cousin Hadley and literally playing 
Yahtzee. This is because Sophie-Anne is a lunatic who has borrowed Godric's book of being 
bored and then scribbled Depeche Mode lyrics and quotes from the Matrix in the margins. 
Finally Sophie-Anne tells him the secret to dealing with a maenad, which is basically to give 
her whatever she wants and stand out of the way, because the God Who Comes never 
actually shows up. Wonder how Sam's going to feel about that. 


Eric arrives at Sophie-Anne's -- hair all tousled from flying through the air to Shreveport -- 
just in time for a quick measuring contest with Bill, and the Queen points out that their BS 
would bea lot easier to take if they'd just fuck once and for all and stop getting their mess 
all over other people. Oh, and that her interest in Sookie, which Bill apparently knows all 
about, isn't going anywhere. 


Lafayette, Lettie Mae and Sookie try to keep Tara from heading back to Maryann's, because 
they stupidly think she's better just because the black eyes are gone. Sookie and Lafayette 
take a quick break to defend his house from zombies while discussing the fact that they're 
now both having sex dreams about Eric now that they've had his blood, which lasts not so 
long thanks to Tara's mad crazy mind games on her mom, who eventually threatens to 
shoot them if they don't let Tara go back to Maryann. This really is the worst intervention 
on record. She gets away, and Sookie brains her with some pottery, following after Tara. 


..Which is, of course, the dumbest idea she's had since the gross bullshit Bill and Sookie 
pulled on her last week, and just as pointless. After Maryann's explained to Tara that killing 
the little black-eyed girl last season was the invocation that brought her to Bon Temps, and 
punched her like mama used to do, Tara backflips right back into the cult. By the time Sookie 
arrives, the cult has gone seriously haywire: Jane's cutting off fingers, some dude is playing 
with intestines, and Mike Spencer makes Sookie cuddle with him in the spot on the floor 
where Gran got murdered. 


Andy and Jason continue to run around like idiots, attempting to quell the unrest and stock 
up on guns. Hoyt dumps Jessica for biting his mom, and then gets totally abused by 
Maxine's stories about his father's suicide and questionable sexuality. While Sam takes 
Arlene's kids -- who've been running around the forest the last two days eating dirt while 
their mom's in that orgy cult -- to Fangtasia!, making him the latest person in Bon Temps 
to owe Eric a huge favor. 


Maryann is beyond pissed at the cultists for being fooled by Jason's lightshow theatrics last 
week, and otherwise storms around being a jerk, until a bullet from Lafayette's gun ends up 
killing Karl. Then she possesses Lafayette, who surprises Sookie in her bedroom attempting 
to stop Tara and Eggs from building a nest for a giant demonic egg in her bed. Everything in 

this entire recaplet is true and unembellished. 


In two weeks: The ritual, which we now know involves 1) the sacrifice of Sam (or Sookie, 
apparently) 2) "in the presence of her familiars," | guess Tara and Eggs, so that 3) Maryann 
can finally get her heiros gamos freak on. 


Discuss this episode in our forums, then see what vloggers Val and Beth think about vampie 
babies in TV is the Answer! And check back soon for the full recap! 


Want more? The full recap starts right below! 


Well, Bill is just gobsmacked. | don't know what he was expecting, but you know, he's 
chivalrous. It's sort of his thing. And walking in -- after being announced, note -- on his 
Queen sucking hell out of the thighs of a cute young thing, double to his Sookie, it's just too 
much for his little heart. Before he can succumb to the vapors, Sophie-Anne grins back at 
him over her shoulder, with blood smeared across her face, laughing. Wild, on top of it. 


"Is this a bad time?" Bill asks, squinting manfully, and the Queen laughs. "There's no such 
thing as bad! Or time, for that matter." 


The Queen invites Bill to join her -- it's his very favorite snack, the femoral, after all, and 
she does look a lot like Sookie -- and he just squirms, while Hadley moans under her hands. | 
guess it's scary, to see your Queen supping on your lover's twin, when you're still nervous 
about even asking. 


Speaking of fangbangers, we might not have expected Maxine to be such a willing victim to 
Jessica's mood swings but there she is, groaning like a sunny afternoon. Hoyt throws 
himself at Jessica, holding her against the wall with blood on her lips. "Have you lost your 
mind?" Jessica reminds him of the relatively horrible shit Maxine was saying about them 
both, but Hoyt reminds her that he's a good Southern boy: "She's my mama! She gets to! 
The hell are you frome" Maxine's still rolling around on the floor, but Jessica has already 
snapped back like a rubber band, scared to death of what she did. 


Hoyt's on his knee by his chuckling momma, casting horrified looks back at Jessica. To be 
fair, she warned her. She's been warning her for a day, and Maxine didn't care, because 
Maxine loves it. It would be scary, | suppose, to see your girlfriend snacking on your mom. 
Even when the guides are gone and you know for a fact that mom's a nihilistic black-eyed 
orgy zombie and the girl's a bloodsucking fiend. 


Maxine hates to leave, and reaches out desperately to Jessica for more -- more blood, more 
sex, more lines to cross, more sensation -- but he shoves her out the door. "I should have 
listened to Vampire Bill when he warned me about you," Hoyt says, storming out, and 
Jessica shrinks down to nothing. When they're gone, Maxine moaning out into the yard, 
Jessica slams the door like a girl and screams like an infant. She saw in his eyes that she was 
perfect, and so she was: What does that make her now? Besides all alone again? 


Hadley dozes, looking at Bill across the Queen's indoor pool, ona chaise that matches her 
own. Sophie-Anne returns with a handkerchief, having wiped the blood clean. He jumps to 
his feet when she reenters. "What gives you the right to say no to the femoral blood of a 
good woman? You know what your problem is, William?" Caressing Hadley: "You are a snob. 
| hate snobs," she says, waving her handkerchief: "Tiny, tiny souls. Or penises. Or both." 
She touches a drop from her breast to her lips, wiping at it, and tosses Hadley out, barely 


even looking at her. It's the mirror to his angry demand last night, Sookie's wrist in the car, 
and he hates to see this too. 
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"| have several new members of court. A Latvian boy. Has to be tasted to be believed. Not 
polluted like most humans. Tastes exactly the way they used to taste just after | was turned. 
Before the Industrial Revolution fucked everything to hell. Should | summon him?" He's hot 
and dumb, but Bill's committed to his sobriety. She rolls her eyes and picks up a copy 

of Vogue from about 300 AD, ready to make him wait for what he wants. "There are pressing 
matters at hand | need your help with. | need to know how to kill a maenad." She's 
intrigued, it's in her wrists and the sharp movement of her neck: "A maenad?é" she asks 
boredly. "In Bon Temps? That's random." 


Not really, but he can't tell her that. He doesn't even know how it happened, yet. All he 
knows is how to make it worse, which he has already done. Sophie-Anne sits down, barely 
able to keep her curious eyes from his face. "She seems to have caused some sort of mass 
hypnosis," he explains in his stilted way, sitting again now that his Queen has done so. "The 
whole town has devolved to a primitive state in a matter of days." The Queen is impressed 
at the rate, figuring this one's old. "Well," she laughs, "They're all old. Relics." 


We're right about the point the Big Bads came out last year too, right? If Steve and Sarah 
Newlin are the children of Rene Lanier, then Sophie-Anne is born equally of Godric's love of 
the world and the new, with Maryann's passion and Eric's devotion to fighting for her place 
in it. Of course Sophie-Anne thinks the old world baddies are laughable, and of course she 
contains them all. As Barth says, the key to the treasure is the treasure, just as Sookie spent 
last year learning that every answer stops being the answer when you find it, or else you will 
stay there and rot. Every synthesis immediately becomes a thesis, because all you do when 
you answer a question is let two more out of the bottle. 


"Ancient Greece, correct?" Bill knows to demonstrate knowledge if she's going to cut to the 
important parts; she nods. "Before that, even. Orgies, sacrifice?" Yes. Now she's excited: 
"Cannibalism?" Bill shamefacedly says they suspect it, which makes me think Tara must 
have learned somewhere along the line about Daphne's heart before the intervention, 
because now everybody knows about it. (Once you've beaten the shit out of your boyfriend 
and fucked him in front of your social worker, I'd think something like "Guess what was in 
that soufflé2" isn't quite so upsetting.) Sophie-Anne shows how exciting she finds this by 
turning back to her magazine. Bill actually has to ask the next obvious question, because 
Sophie-Anne is so affected, so he does: "...So how do | kill it?" 
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"You can't? She's convinced herself she's immortal and so she is." He stares, because what. 
"William, surely you know that everything that exists imagined itself into existence." Even 
her eyes are in on it. She puts down her magazine to explain further, fluffing herself up and 
getting into the role. 


"Think about it. You're a wild young girl who's married to some jerk who treats you like 
property, and is also fucking some 14-year-old boy..." -- cue Bill wriggling nervously while 
she applies her makeup -- "And along comes this religion which encourages you to get 


hammered, run naked through the woods, have sex with whoever? Whatever? And it's all 
part of getting closer to God?" * 


Bill admits he could see the appeal, especially -- he adds, knowing his audience -- to 
humans, with their tendency towards Puritanism. Because Bill is so totally down on that, just 
like Sophie-Anne. 


*(Fillin the blanks however you want, but you're looking at Sarah Newlin, and Maxine, and 
Jessica's dad, and her mom too.) 


"Exactly," she says, explaining the orgy escalation that seems so hard to understand for 
some people: "So you're fucking everybody in the dirt. Why not kill something, and eat it 
raw? Hey, you're super-extra-pious. There's nothing you can't do. And each time you do it 
just brings you one step closer to the 'divine.'" Bill asks if that isn't sort of delusional (slash 
self-serving, which welcome to religion), and she reminds him of the power of blind faith: 
"It can manifest in ways that bend the laws of physics or break them entirely." Waiting for 
him to gasp in wonderment, or ask his next question, or disappear completely, she's 
distracted by her nails. Once again you have underestimated the slowness of Bill Compton. 


".... bit her and it poisoned me," he says, after she's managed to give her own fingernails a 
triple-take. "Of course it did. We can only drink human blood, and she's no longer even 
remotely human." Which she was, a bajillion years ago: "Hello, evolution? We started out 
that way too." Duh, you still are, thanks for playing. He nods and she checks her watch. 
"Less than two hours till dawn," she says, waiting for him to do or say anything remotely 
interesting. But it's Bill, so she changes tack again for the fifth time in the conversation, 
playing the libertine: "Shall we have sex?" She shoots for worldly coquette and ends up at 
galumphing Lolita yet again. He stares, because he is Bill, and her real face shines through: 
"Kidding? | haven't enjoyed sex with men since the Eisenhower administration." 


-- Page4 -- 


When Bill stands to leave, she cautions him three times: "Nonsense. Sookie's not in any 
trouble, you would know it." He whines. "Spend the day, and leave tomorrow night." He 
whines, and she finally cuts him dead: "/ insist?" His clueless ass sits down, finally, and she 
asks him to compliment her new dayroom -- shells and waves and water, just like the rest 
of her house, but with sunlight and the sound of the ocean as well -- and so he does. 


"It's lovely," he says, and wonders how she can so blatantly yearn for something he'd be 
laughed out of Fangtasia! for even admitting he remembers. But she's the Queen. Why 
trade the sun for the moon, when you could have them both? She answers Godric's 
question, and in doing so takes his place in the story. She answers his asceticism with her 
own brand of bricolage, swanning about in a Gibson Girl maillot and supping on their 
technology as she bemoans their industry and loss of purity, using fashion as a weapon and 
time as a color where he just saw it in shades of grim, sad grey. She's not tired yet, she likes 
the game too much. 


If Marie Antoinette were savvier -- and if it weren't for that damned necklace -- she'd have 
been dancing in Keds to Joy Division by the end of things. She did for industry what wars 
usually do; she built little worlds like this one. And how about Bill, shuttling between these 
two women, the shock of the old and the shock of the new, and not a gentleman in sight? 


He's smothered by it. Everything she says is meant to calm him, and to make him feel small. 
And so it does, because he has no idea what Vampyre really means. 


Tara's still pacing madly, obsessing on Eggs, while Sookie tells her to chill. It's not good 
enough for Tara that Bill might return with news, because she knows his track record and 
she's not blinded by love. That's not what she's blinded by. 


Lafayette hangs upon the doorknob, big as he can be, but Tara's not cowed. "How many 
times have you put yourself in danger for the man you love? How come you get that option 
and! don't?" It's worse for being true. There are howls outside, and laughter, and Tara can't 
hear them comforting her. While Lafayette gathers guns against the zombies, Tara delivers 
a treatise that has nothing to do with things, beyond the fact that Maryann's seduction was 
so tied up in her real attraction to and love for Eggs that they are indivisible. This is what it 
means to bea familiar: 


"| finally found a strong, beautiful, good man who loves me! And y'all want to keep me from 
rescuing him, because you're afraid | might get hurt? How hurt do you think I'm gonna be if 
we wait and something happens to him?" It doesn't matter. This is addiction, plain and 
simple. In Bon Temps codependence looks like this, just like it does in your town: the 
brightness of love and the darkness of the thing it slumbers with. Lafayette shocks the 
hysterical -- if that's not redundant -- Lettie Mae by mentioning the ass-beatings they've 
been administering to each other, but Tara's stalwart: "It wasn't him. It was Maryann. Her 
influence!" 


== Page 5-= 


Lafayette points out that Maryann didn't throw the punches herself, proving he gets it 
already better than most of them; he points his gun at Tara and tells Sookie to fetch his 
handcuffs. They are covered ina light purple fur, but he's not going to waste time 
explaining that. They tie her up and he locks her to the coffee table; she predictably 
goes Intervention nuts: 


First up is Lafayette, who she pronounces jealous because she found love, and he never will, 
because is a "fucking freak." Lettie Mae is dead set against her happiness because she's 
never been happy -- and Lettie Mae points out that it's all she ever wanted, even when she 
was where Tara's at now -- and finally, Sookie's so pathetic she's had to settle for a dead 
guy. "Wow," Sookie sighs. "That supposed to get me on your side?" 


She's past sides. She's past caring. They are all part of the world that is hurting her, and her 
pain has the talking stick. Finally. This is just the next step in the very necessary thing that 
started with Miss Jeanette, that Maryann brought to a boil and Sookie and Bill fucked all to 
hell with their faith-healing violation bullshit. Like she'd be okay, like it was just a magic 
spell. Which is what got her into this mess, and now everybody's surprised she's 
backsliding? Although to be fair, everybody in the room now seems to know their role. The 
only difference between an exorcism and an intervention, frankly, is shame and guilt 
culture. And you can't go the "your addiction hurts the people that you love" route here, 
like usual, because someone she loves is in the thick of it, and they're preventing her from 
saving him. 


"I'm going on the front porch to make sure that devil woman don't try to come up in here," 
says Lafayette, reminding Sookie of all people that supernatural things don't wait for you to 
show up, when they want you. They'll discuss that further ina bit, but for the real-world 
application, just look at Tara. It's already here. Any house could be Maryann's house. Sookie 
looks at Tara, who's just shivering with rage now, and joins Lafayette on the porch. Which 
means it's now down to Lettie Mae, which seems like a recipe for disaster, even though 
she's spent most of this season proving she's going to be okay. Exhausted and terrified to 
see her daughter playing out her story, she throws herself down on the couch and sobs 
dramatically. It's pretty hilarious. Tara just about spits. "You are kidding me. This ain't 
happening to you!" 


-- Page 6 -- 


But it is. That's what addicts get to have: A whole world, for them. Day and night, sun and 
moon and everything in between. And the only thing you give up -- like Hadley, like Eggs, 
like anybody who gives in -- is the option of linking today to tomorrow. That's the only 
price of immortality, whether mad-born or given as the gift of death: Jam yesterday and 
jam tomorrow, but never jam today. It's what drives Sophie-Anne crazy, and it's what killed 
Godric, but it's most clearly written on their faces: the story passed down from mother to 
daughter, and all the way back again. 


Sam has told Jason and Andy about being a shapeshifter -- thanks, Daph -- and Jasonis, 
unsurprisingly, totally into it. He's like a little kid. Andy's in a tank top behind the bar, 
sanding it back together while the others clean up Merlotte's. Andy's not interested in 
thinking or hearing about Sam's magical abilities, so he changes the subject back to 
Maryann, and like a good Southern boy Jason appeals to the authorities, asking about the 
cops. "lam involved," Andy thunders, because only at the end of the world would he be the 
face of authority, but then, it's all he's ever had. 


Jason blamelessly explains he meant the real law: Sheriff Dearborne and Kenya and "that 
other guy, the squirrelly one," whomas we'll see is a dead ringer for Gomer Pyle USMC, and 
thus automatically adorable. (So if Bon Temps is Mayberry on E and meth, does that make 
Maxine the cracked-out Aunt Bee? Hoyt is already like a horny giant Opie.) "Then we have 
got to be the law," Jason says, and gears up for one of his magnificent speeches. Sam 
pre-drops his jaw in preparation. "Guys, | read a book about this. This is Armageddon. This 
is The Oral History Of The Zombie War." He starts thinking weapons, and Sam points out that 
A) guns can't hurt Maryann, and B) they can't shoot anybody else, so C) they have to 
remember this is still their town. The guides are gone; they have to be their own. 


"Well, sometimes you need to destroy something to save it." Sam stares; | just wish 
somebody would tell the interventionists at Chez Lafayette so they'd let her deal with her 
life. "That's in the Bible. Or the Constitution..." It should be in both. They should nail that 
over the door so the next time we start pointing fingers we can remember what fertile, 
broken ground we're standing on, and stop being so afraid all the time. 


--Page7-- 


Sam hears little kids at the window, looking for Arlene, and runs out into the woods calling 
for them, on the off chance that they're just little kids and not some new horrible danger he 
can rush into faster than Sookie Stackhouse on a three-day V binge, but they're not horrible 
dangers, just Arlene's obnoxious kids. They are happy to learn that Arlene is not in the 


vicinity, which is kind of sad, and when they ask for food you can see from their grody faces 
they've apparently started eating dirt sometime in the last couple days. Sam offers them 
refuge and lunch, and the glimmer of a thought that Sam Merlotte taking care of kids is like 
going swimming in an ocean of hugs and sunlight. 


But then, he was already doing that: Jason and Andy head off to the police station to "arm 
themselves," against Sam's level-headed protests, and Jason yells about how he's had 
paramilitary training now and thus can handle it, and then in the middle of yelling at Sam 
for being ungrateful for his total stupidity, he walks into a tree and sputters to himself. 
Andy's like, "That is my entire life." 


Sookie asks the staring and wigged-out Lafayette to sit down, and then gets a very exciting 
Bill text... From five hours ago. "Dammit. I'm getting a new phone as soon as Eric pays me." 
Lafayette asks if she's seriously working for Eric, and instead of being ashamed or 
explaining that it's nominally because of Lafayette's endungeonment, she's just like, 
"Yeah, mm-hmm. Oh, let me read you this text from my boyfriend." Sadly, Bill isn't coming 
back tonight, which means they have to save themselves. Which honestly, isn't that pretty 
much how it always goes down anyway? 


Bill does a lot of staring and jerking around, and he will run his ass out into the sunlight for 
no reason on occasion, but the proportion of Bill Saves Attempted to Bill Saves 
Accomplished is like 50:1. It's one of the reasons | love Sookie so much: She could have five 
guys running to her rescue, but one of them will inevitably fall in a ditch and one will catch 
on fire and one will get knocked out in dog form and finally she's just alone, yet again. So she 
shrugs, cuts off some motherfucker's head or goes ninja on them with tire chains, and 
cleans up the mess while the rest of them get it together. Anybody who has the princess act 
down that well knows that it's the thought that counts anyway. 


Some off God music starts playing as Tara harasses her mom hardcore, hitting every open 
wound she can think of one by one until she finds the right one to take out her heart. This is 
exactly why one-person interventions don't work. "You keep me here and anything 
happens to Eggs, you will have destroyed my one chance at true love." Lettie Mae informs 
her daughter that "true love" rips you open and tears you up, which is true enough. Tara 
rises to her knees, to prove this: "I will forgive you. For everything. Everything. You know 
that is alot. And this is a one-time-only offer." 


-- Page 8 -- 


Oh, fuck you, Tara. | mean, | love Tara and | love this storyline more than anybody living, but 
addicts are so fucking horrible. | mean, okay. The word "shaman" is dorky, but all they really 
did was take your crisis and put it in a divine context, and what Bill and Sookie have done is 
take it back out of that context and make it annoying again. The last thing Tara needs is her 
wits back, because her wits are the problem, and this shit right here is why: crazy people, 
especially addicts, are exactly as crazy as they are smart. 


The smarter you are, and Tara's undisputedly the smartest person in Bon Temps, the crazier 
you get to be, because you can build all the walls you want and call everybody into question 
so that nobody can see you properly to give you the reality check. And if they do, you're 
smarter than reality anyway, so you can get around that one too. What Miss Jeanette did, 
what Maryann nearly helped Tara do, is confront this shit on the mythic level. 


In the old days there wasn't that division: Guys with animal heads would come into your 
tent in the middle of the night and cut you into a million pieces, and after the longest night 
they would put you back together stronger, with a crystal in your skull and all that poison 
just puddled on the ground, and you could speak the language of birds and dreams. Or for 
Maryann and her sisters: The messengers looked different, but they did the same thing. 
Now, we tend to medicate. 


Miss Jeanette fucked it up by thinking visions follow the same rules as the sympathetic 
magic that worked for Lettie Mae: She thought killing the black-eyed girl was just like 
killing the possum. The difference is that in a vision, the possum is you, 

because everything is you, and you can't kill any part of yourself without opening a hole in 
the world. And now you've got Lettie Mae, who crossed that line from psychology to 
shamanism from the other side and found that it worked -- and more importantly, came 
from the same place as her faith, which Tara also denigrated -- looking at a mirror of herself 
in those days, and feeling what it was like when there was nobody to catch her. 


"If you don't, God will judge you," Tara says, going for the next weak spot, but Lettie Mae 
assures her that God's the one telling her not to. It was tough love that day in the jailhouse, 
too, and she was right to do it. She didn't get what she wanted, but it did get her daughter 
into a treatment program that sidestepped every rational defense she had. 


-- Page9 -- 


"Uh-uh, it is Satan. That's Satan in your motherfuckin' Sunday hat. Satan has been telling 
you he is God for a long time, and you've fallen for it hook, line, and sinker." Lettie Mae 
swears she's wrong, and she is, but Tara can sense her sudden weakness. "Yes, it is," she 
presses sincerely. "I see it in your eyes, and it's looking right back at me. Like it has ever 
since | was born. God? You've never been areal woman of God." That's closer, because it 
treads on the concept of faith, which has plagued Lettie Mae for a long time; it's closer too 
because Tara believes every word. Tara doesn't need faith, and is too smart for faith, but she 
has something better: Direct and ecstatic contact with God. "You never stepped outside 
your own ignorance and fear," Tara weeps selfishly, "And done something selfless for me or 
for anybody. Well, God is knocking on your door right now, Mama. It couldn't be more loud 
and clear. Are you gonna let him in?" 


Lettie Mae stares, lip wobbling, and drops to the floor in prayer; her daughter weeps with 
rage, big fat tears running down her cheek: That was her last trick. Now it's up to Lettie Mae, 
and her silent God: "Save and deliver me from all those who pursue me, or they will tear at 
me like a lion," like love, like now, "And rip me to pieces, and there will be no one to rescue 
me..." That's what it was like; that's what her daughter's living now. She finds her answers 
in prayer. But her guides are gone. 


"What was it like inside Tara's head?" Sookie explains that it was limitless: "Like anything 
could happen. And it probably will. And you can feel your insides expanding, but there's also 
this... This emptying out of everything right at the very center of your being, and you don't 
want that to ever stop. Ever." Sounds good. Lafayette agrees, with his eyes sighting down 
into the gathering night. 


Lisa asks Sam about Arlene, while they eat their food. She's sick or something, is his best 
answer. "Is she blind?" Maybe, sometimes. "Is she gonna die?" No. Not unless we all are. 
Sam asks if she's gotten sick in front of them, and they matter-of-factly inform him that 


she's not sick, she's crazy. "She's always kissin' Terry and doin' other gross stuff when her 
eyes get weird." They ask for a doctor, and wonder if there isn't a higher power, even, they 
could appeal to. "Like a vampire. | bet a vampire would know what to do." Lisa asks for 
Vampire Bill, whom Sam assumes is still in Dallas, and Coby asks if he knows any other 
vampires. (Like maybe somebody he met at a Bar Owner's Association meeting, the concept 
of which had me rolling for the last ten minutes. "| move that we change last call to 6:15 AM. 
The current curfew is racist." The Chair does not recognize the member from Fangtasia!) 


-- Page 10 -- 


Sookie asks after Lafayette's leg, and he admits that Eric forced him to drink the 
thousand-year-old elixir of his blood. "Me too! He tricked me!" ("It ran down my chin like a 
warm jet of champagne! It got all over my clothes, they were so dirty! I felt so naughty | had 
to take a hot, wet shower! | had to get all soaped up and wash it off! And fuck Bill for three 
hours, for some reason! Eric's back muscles are like a sweating, heaving stallion! | was 
tricked!") Lafayette suggests that somebody slap the shit out of Eric, and Sookie giggles. "1 
did! He groaned alittle! His thighs are like a tiger in the jungle, that could kill you in an 
instant! | want to eat an entire cheesecake!" 


Then they talk about the amazing constant sex dreams, which Lafayette points out are not 
only awesome, but terrible for him considering his PTSD and total hatred of Eric, which 
Sookie can only infer so far. God, given Sookie's sexy/gaywad fucking-and-crying dreams 
about Eric, | can't imagine what Lafayette's would be like. "It is so hot on this yacht in Ibiza, 
| better pour champagne all over a hundred guys in thongs, and then make them do alittle 
dance and watch us bone." Oh man, but that's like Queen Sophie-Anne's regular life! As fun 
as a theoretical meet up between Maryann and Nan Flanagan is, the idea of Sophie-Anne 
and Lafayette even being in the same town gives me the shivers. It would be like Maryann 
but instead of drunks humping it would be like spontaneous outbursts of fabulousness. 
Picture it: Jane Bodehouse in Yigal Azrouél, fierce-catwalking across the sky. 


As muchas Sookie and Lafayette dishing about their Eric dreams is wonderful/terrible, 
that's how terrible/wonderful it is to see Lettie- Mae Thornton rolling out onto the porch, 
yowling like a cat. Lafayette is like, "Christ, what now." She informs them that Tara is 
breaking her heart and that she can't handle it anymore. | don't know how old she is, but 
she has been rode hard and looks about a hundred; she can't have much of a liver left; she's 
never been anything approaching stable: Girlfriend has a point. Maybe the unflappable 
Sookie could take guard? "She can't hurt you like she's hurtin' me," Lettie Mae says, 
characteristically assuming that nobody has ever suffered like her, and Sookie's like, "| beg 
to differ." The line reading is really smart here, because you can hear in her voice that she 
understands her intervention role and has not yet been wounded by Tara's bullshit, but 
knows the next one will hit twice as hard, and she's not interested in losing/killing Tara 
herself on top of everything else. 


== Page If == 


Lafayette asks if she can handle the gun, and there's a nice beat where Lettie Mae reminds 
him that she was the one who taught him to shoot, when he was little and being bullied. | 
feel like we've thought about this before, and | know it comes up again in a second, but | 
really like the idea of young freaky Lafayette having only the town drunk to turn to, and her 
being so low she couldn't even judge him. Knowing for a fact that she gave him more love 
and acceptance than his own mother -- speaking of a bitch I'd like to meet one day -- 


already puts an even neater spin on their team-up the last couple episodes. And makes this 
even better/worse: he hands her the gun, and she points it at him. 


Mission accomplished, Tara. You took the weakest woman in Bon Temps besides yourself, 
and broke her. Well done. But frankly, why the eff would anybody leave those two alone 

in any circumstance, much less one directly related to their familial addiction and abuse 
issues? Or on the other side, nobody thought, "Gee, being tied up ina room with the woman 
who beat you savagely for the last 28 years -- until about two weeks ago, matter of fact -- 
roaming free, and praying at random, is probably a little fucked up to deal with all onits 
own"? Why not just chuck a rabid raccoon in there with them? 


Of course, once the gun's pointed at Lafayette he heads into meltdown, because that's 
what happens these days, because Lafayette's body doesn't know the difference between 
having a gun pointed at you and being in aroom with a vampire, because there isn't one. He 
folds, and Sookie tends to him while pointing out that Lettie Mae is sending her daughter 
directly back into the arms of evil, but Lettie Mae doesn't care anymore, about what's best 
for Tara: "| got achance to win my baby back for real. The Lord works in mysterious ways." 
Usually by not doing much of anything. Lafayette can't even dig the handcuff keys out of his 
pocket on his own, so Sookie grabs them -- staring at a statue on the porch for about five 
times as long as foreshadowing requires -- and goes inside. 


"| pity you," says Lettie Mae, but she's not Lettie Mae anymore. She's Eric. Ina dress. Which 
is funny and all, but you'll see them accrete as we go along, and maybe you'll read The 
Bacchae and maybe you won't -- and this far into the season it's unlikely you are the kind of 
person whowill -- but there's areason. Lafayette moans as Eric comes closer: "I don't hate 
you like your mama does. You can't help what you are. But | cannot let you keep me and Tara 
apart." 


== Page 12 == 


The creature takes on Eric's voice now: "And that's why I'm gonna have to kill you." He 
cocks the gun, crouching and smiling sweetly as Lafayette whines: "| thought you wanted to 
be a vampire. You know how you feel with my blood inside you?" He is beautiful; as 
beautiful as in Sookie's dreams. "Well, being a vampire is like that. Times a million," he says 
intensely, staring into Lafayette's eyes. "Goodbye, sweetheart," he says, winking, and pulls 
the trigger. Vampires mean death. It's that simple. Every night, for the rest of your life. 


When Sookie and Tara return -- and as important as that scene just was, you have to wonder 
how that went -- he's just gone. Eric too, but | mean Lafayette. Lettie Mae's standing where 
she was standing the whole time, and ushers Tara away, claiming she did nothing to him. 
Tara turns, still capable of being embarrassed, at the bottom of the stairs: "Sookie? ...I need 
your keys..." Sookie reminds her she's being a fucking idiot -- just like Sam did, with Jason, 
and just like Jason Tara's going to run into a few trees on the way -- and they watch her go. 
Sookie wraps her arms around herself and hopes for the best. 


"Hey, you think Sam's ever turned into a dog and then had sex with a lady dog?" Only Jason 
Stackhouse. Andy is appalled, but Jason pulls a page from the Book of Amy: "No, it ain't 
bestiality if there ain't a human involved. Then it's just nature." Hard to disagree. (Have you 
read Tender Morsels by Margo Lanagan? Trigger alert if you've got stuff, but it's a 
compassionate and wise, healing, Angela Carter/LeGuin-level fairytale if you can deal with 
the beginning.) Andy points out arandom Bon Temps lady running around with toilet 


paper, and Jason's horrified. "We gotta fix things, Andy. | ain't lettin' weird shit like this 
take over my town." He thinks he can come home. 


Inside, Rosie from the switchboard is laughing her ass off that some poor screaming soul 
dialed 911 and got her. She sees Andy come in and hurls herself on him, but he's so creeped 
out that she thinks he doesn't remember the time they nearly had sex. (On the walls it says, 
LO LO BROMIOS and it says FUCK AUTHORITY and there are dicks and anarchy symbols. | 
love that: "What do you want to do today?" Well, there are no limits and no law, so we'd 
probably better go deface the police station. "I love that idea! Fuck authority!") Once she sees 
Jason she pushes Andy aside and jumps on him, and offers to fuck him "every which way but 
north," so he -- | think -- comes up with the plan of keeping her busy blowing him while 
Andy gets the guns. Andy is appalled, but runs off, and then she gets a little too violently 
frisky and makes Jason nervous. 


-- Page 13 -- 


In the gun room, Andy opens a weapons locker and starts putting bullets in his pockets, but 
he's surprised by a gunshot to the ceiling and turns around. There stands Bud Dearborne, 
squaredancing enthusiast, in his boxer shorts, grinning madly and asking Andy to do-si-do 
with him. This goes on for awhile, and that shit is always so weird and Paula Abdullian that | 
have no idea if he's making it up -- "When that devil comes a-courtin' aha he'll catch all 
eight with a right hand half back by the left turn the corner by the right make a wrong way 
thar and you pickle up a doodle in the middle of the star!" -- but when Andy takes his gun 
he shits himself and runs away, and you gotta shed a tear for old Bud Dearborne. All he 
wants to do is dance, not shit in front of his (ex) employees. The guide is gone. 


Lettie Mae can't even understand why Lafayette has gone to pieces, and Sookie's answer, 
that he's traumatized, does nothing to help, because she's Lettie Mae: "Well so am I!" Yeah, 
and you're a fucking mess, so what's your question? Sookie whispers to Lafayette that she's 
going to club the shit out of Lettie and all he has to dois grab the gun, that's it, and he 
agrees that this is possible, so Sookie turns her saddest, most sweetie-pie face up to Lettie 
Mae again and begs her toat least "lower that gun, Miss Thornton," because he is "freakin' 
out." She does, Sookie brains her awesomely, they grab the gun and run to the car. And the 
whole time Lettie Mae's yelling weakly, "It's not my fault! She forgave me! Let her go!" 


Sam waits outside Fangtasia! with the kids -- their father, apparently, is named Dwayne 
and has Arlene's name tattooed on his stomach, to which Sam sweetly responds, "Well, he 
must have loved her a lot, because you know that hurt" -- when good old fucked-up Ginger 
arrives for work. She screams her stupid head off as usual when he approaches, and goes all 
Lurch when Sam asks to wait with the kids inside, but a hundy changes her tune and she lets 
them inside. As maddening as Sookie is, as often as she screams, as ridiculous as she 
behaves, as controlling and creepy as Bill is, imagine one hour in the life of fuckin' Ginger. 
She makes me want to kill humans, and! am one. 


Lafayette zooms through the sunny afternoon toward Maryann's house. (Remember how 
long this drive took, when it was Rene Lanier driving her?) Sookie's finally chilled enough to 
offer to hold the gun, but Lafayette assures her he's not letting go of it. She can deal. Aftera 
second, she asks if he's okay, and he says very directly, "Nope." It's quite sympathetic. She 
gives ita second more, and then asks him to please suck it up: "I cannot do this alone." 
She's not being a bitch, and he knows that. She enumerates the plan, well acquainted with 
trauma and the need to know the situation: "We just need to get in, get Tara and get the hell 


out. And if Maryann gives us any trouble, you have to shoot her." He says he will, comforted, 
and she gets hilarious: "I mean it. Shoot her in the head!" He nods, they drive, dumb plan. 


-- Page 14 -- 


Inside what my notes call "Meat Estates," Tara finds Eggs -- vacant, head dropped, nearly a 
cut-strings puppet -- at the kitchen table. He wakes to her voice, and they hold each other 
close. They are family: They are familiar. She tries to get him away, but Maryann appears: 
"But everything you want is right here!" Eggs grins at her delightedly, even as he's petting 
Tara's arm around him: He is home. This is his family, finally again. Tara backs away, 
terrified, holding onto him. "I don't know what you are, but | want out." (As Casey Scott 
says, "Once you really need it to stop, that's when they ask you, well: Why'd you start?") 


"Oh, it's too late for that," Maryann says: you're already my familiar. We are familiar. Tara 
screeches that she was forced to eat a person's heart, and Maryann laughs: "And you loved 
it!" Admit it. Admit that the line pulls you. "You don't want us, you want Sam," Tara says 
weakly. "We ain't got nothing to do with it." Immortals have all the time in the world. 
Maryann would have gotten to him eventually. But Tara laid out the table, and made her 
think the right ingredients were there, finally. Finally, finally. 


"Nothing to do with it? You summoned me. That night in the woods, with that unfortunate 
pharmacist? You saw me. Well, you saw you, through me..." 


Once more with feeling, Tara stares: The little black-eyed girl, begging "momma" not to 
hurt her, Miss Jeanette screaming -- "One of you must die!" -- and as above, so below: she 
brought the knife down. She cast herself into the outer darkness, and invited that darkness 
in. Her history, her pain, were too much to bear, so she asked for oblivion. She asked to kill 
that most painful, that most beautiful part of herself, and left a hole the wind could blow 
through. 


"But Miss Jeanette was a fake! She scammed people by making up crazy rituals!" Doesn't 
change what you did. The unthinkable. Maryann circles the room, enchanting her: "Oh, 
ritual is powerful thing. And calling forth that kind of energy? It has consequences." Tara 
asks, then, if Miss Jeanette was real after all. We already know this but | guess it's worth 
explaining to those who haven't been paying attention. "Sadly, no. And | should have 
known she wasn't the vessel. But you have to try every option, you know?" Eggs laughs, 
totally out of it. | guess he was the one. Maybe at that place, past the red converted barn. 


-- Page 15 -- 


Tara begs to be free, and Maryann vibrates at her; Eggs is ecstatic. "That doesn't work on 
me anymore," Tara says proudly, unaware of what she's lost. Maryann's anger turnstoa 
sweet smile; she approaches, and punches Tara super hard. When she looks up, her eyes are 
black. It's no longer therapy. Now it's just madness. "That's more like it!" Maryann touches 
her cheek, overjoyed to have her back, and Eggs nearly cries with relief. They chase each 
other upstairs, giggling like children. 


Maryann looks after them, but the idiots arrive -- where have they been? -- shrieking their 
triumph: They crawl over each other like puppies for her favor. '"...He came!" Terry yells, and 
Maryann is afraid for amoment that it happened without her: "What?" Arlene grins. "The 

God Who Comes?" He came!, they howl. "Yeah, and he smoked old Sam Merlotte but good." 


Maryann is disgusted; they continue. "He had horns. And he took Sam Merlotte and he 
smote him. And then Sam disappeared. Just boom! Ha-ha! Gone!" Arlene holds up some 
clothes: "And then -- And Sam's clothes just fell to the ground, empty!" She screams into 
their minds, all the rage and loneliness and disappointment of a thousand thousand years; 
they clap hands to their ears but it's their souls she's ripping up. "You fucking morons! Out! 
Get out!" They run off screeching and sad, and she readjusts. "Must | do everything 
myself?" And isn't that just the way. 


Rosie's tied up and groaning, grunting in a chair, as Jason attempts to interrogate her: "You 
ain't got nothin' like grenades?" Flamethrowers?" Um, no? This is real life? She promises to 
tell him if he lets her blow him, but he learned that one the hard way, ina DFW bathtub: 
"Rosie, | ain't never taken advantage of someone while she was fucked up." She laughs: 
What about Patsy Lyle, who passed out in the middle of having sex with you. "She was fine 
when it started!" he exclaims, which apparently is the difference. Gomer appears with a gun 
to Jason's head, and Rosie gets excited about seeing what happens to Jason's head when he 
pulls the trigger, but it's a game. Gomer can't remember the name ("Chinese Fire Drill?"), 
but Jason knows he's talking about Russian roulette. He pulls the trigger, just like Eric, and 
Jason's saved by chance. Andy cocks a gun and Kevin shoots him with the next bullet, but 
he's wearing Kevlar. Is there a vest for Jason? No, just the one, which "sucks," but not as 
much as what could have just happened there. Rosie continues to be bizarre, and they head 
out. 


-- Page 16 -- 


Hoyt was as adorable at every age imaginable as he is now; his pictures fight those of his 
father on Maxine's shelves. There's wrestling on TV, to calm his nerves, while he sits in 
daddy's chair with a baseball bat, waiting for the next thing. Maxine's in the kitchen, 
making a Snickers/potato chip casserole for God, sprinkling it with cheese and Rachael Ray 
(Paula Deen?) spices. Hoyt comes in to check on her as she's pouring on hot sauce, and is 
grossed out: "Oh, God. Nobody's gonna eat that!" She assures him that He will. "And He is 
gonna love it. Ooh, we have to hurry! Maryann will remember this day for the rest of her life! 
| don't have the heart to tell her it's all downhill from here. Ain't awoman alive who'd go 
through with it, if she knew the truth." So: It's a wedding after all. 


"Oh, Hoyt, you can go ahead and pack that box of chardonnay in the car," Maxine says 
distractedly, and he grabs her, promising to take care of her like he promised. "You 

were ten," she growls. "Let it go."' He moans, saying that he's already let too much bad 
happen to her, and she snorts. "You haven't let enoughbad happen to me. You know how 
many times | wanted to go down to Merlotte's, and drink myself silly, and find some dumb 
redneck to take to my bed? But no, I had to take care of you." She shoves him, calling hima 
pansy like his dad, and he bristles. "Daddy was a hero!" he says, confused, and she informs 
him in quick order that "Daddy" was a secret drinker, probably a homosexual, and shot 
himself in the head. "I lied and said it was a burglar because otherwise we'd have never 
gotten that life insurance money, dumbass." Hoyt crumbles all to hell. His guides are gone. 


Outside Maryann's, there's a fat man doing a meat dance while a naked couple bobbles 
around. Sookie is horrified, talking about the violation in seeing " people who are the exact 
opposite" of everything Gran was, defiling her house. Lafayette tells her to chill: "They ain't 
themselves, and they're not doin' it on purpose." Sookie talks about the first time she met 
Maryann, how clearly she was fucking bizarre, "thinking creepy foreign stuff," and she did 
nothing. "How come there's so much wrong in the world, Lafayette?" she cries, apropos of 


nothing. "How come so many people are willing to do bad things and hurt other people?" 
Because they're weak, of course. She gasps bravely: "Well, |am not weak. And! am not 
afraid." You go, Glen Coco. "lam gonna kick that bitch's evil ass out of my Gran's house, and 
then you are gonna shoot her." Lafayette agrees, reiterating the plan one more time: "In 
the fuckin' head!" 


-- Page 17 -- 


Arlene and Terry drop literally out of the trees, doing some childish fun "you're 
trespassing!" stuff that little kids might doin a Jane Austen novel, asking for "a hundred 
million dollars" and Lafayette's wonderful pants. Terry goes for the gun, and Lafayette 
offers him drugs instead. Arlene is all about how drugs are for losers, but once Lafayette 
pulls out a fiesta of multicolored pills, Terry gets very excited and tells her about the effects 
on their sex life, so they start Hanselgretelling down the path after Lafayette, who scatters 
the pills like chickenfeed while Sookie heads inside. How much you want? "All of 'em," Terry 
says, and Arlene delightfully agrees: "Yeah, because if a job ain't worth doing all out, then 
why order a hamburger unless there's steak at home, or... Something like that, right?" 


Eric sprawls in a beautiful grey suit, with Pam ina glittery red pantsuit behind him, 
considering Sam and his young charges. "Why should | help you, shifter?" That old rivalry 
again. Sam honestly just needs the help, but offers a boon in the future. "Can you give me 
Sookie Stackhouse?" Eric immediately asks, since this is the one man in her life he doesn't 
control, and Pam rolls eyes. Sam cannot give himself Sookie, much less Eric. "Well, that's a 
shame. That would be a tribute | would not soon forget." Sam gets all bristly and says he's 
not there to give tribute, and Eric points out the realities: "No. You're here to request my 
help, based on a hypothetical future in which you return the favor." Seriously. Sam, come 
on. 


Sam remembers that this is the case and he has no leverage, but Eric's not done. "But you 
are known to not be friendly toward those like me," Eric says HELLA AWKWARDLY, like who 
even talks like that, and asks why he should trust old Sam. "Because until somebody starts 
trusting somebody, we're all single targets. Just ripe for the picking." Which is sweet, but 
Maryann's not ever going to be a vampire problem. The Queen could tell you: She's in some 
other venn diagram on some other page of the universe. She's too much life, and vampires 
know all about that. "| have no knowledge of this maenad creature, although | suspect it's 
the bullheaded beast that passed through recently. Right, Pam?" Pam spits and mourns her 
shoes, but Eric says there might be somebody with better info. Which | like, because in both 
this and Bill's case it's not about power or aristocracy, but just the fact that Sophie-Anne 
knows all kinds of shit. They're not begging for her favor, they're asking for her knowledge. 
It makes her a lot easier to buy this way. 


-- Page 18 -- 


"Can we see your fangs?" asks Coby, and he immediately pops fang at them. Lisa pulls her 
hands to her chest, like a prayer. "Don't you like vampires, little girl?" he says, flirting, but 
of course Sam doesn't get Eric, so he takes a warning tone, but Lisa's got the Hoyt benefit on 
her side, w/r/t vamp-hating: "Our almost-stepdaddy hated vampires, but we don't." The 
best way to raise a non-racist is to bea racist and a failure. Of course Pam rolls her eyes in 
the background, like of course trash like this associates with vamp-haters. "He went ona 
vacation with Jesus," Coby explains, somewhat counterfactually, and Pam thanks heaven 
she never had kids. Arlene's kids will do that. 


"Oh, come on, Pam. They're funny!" Eric leans closer, inspecting them affectionately: 
"They're like humans, but miniature. Teacup humans!" She switches to Swedish, at least: "/ 
hate them. They're so stupid." Heh. He points out, still in Swedish, that they are also delicious 
-- yee -- and Sam's like, "Um, can you fix my problem?" Eric nods, and gets ready to go see 
her immediately. They walk out together, with Pam in the back delighting Eric where she 
can't see him: "Please! Get those horrible things out of here! I'll be smelling them for a 
week." At the truck, Eric leans down -- "Good night, tiny humans," he says, with a delicious 
wink -- and takes off into the fucking sky. Guide gone, they pull their marbles together and 
clamber into the truck. 


When Sookie heads inside Maryann's, through the mud porch, Jane Bodehouse is cutting off 
her own finger with a huge knife, singing to the tune of "Row Your Boat: "Lo lo bromios, lo lo 
bromios..." In the kitchen, there's a beautiful boy in the sink, naked, playing with intestines, 
and abundance rotting on the kitchen table. Lying in the shadow of Gran's body is Mike 
Spencer, shirt open, eyes wild, who pulls Sookie down onto the floor with him. "Remember 
when your Gran was layin' here all bloody and dead?" he giggles. She's like, "Um, 
obviously." When she tries to get away, he starts screaming that scream, setting the other 
two off, so finally she's coerced for a moment into spooning with him in that deadly place. 
"You smell good," he says grossly; she is well aware that he does not. "Makes you feel more 
alive bein' in the presence of death, don't it?" The boy in the sink laughs, and Mike says 
she'd probably know. "How come you let him put his dead pecker inside you, huh? It ain't 
natural, and it ain't right..." Sookie points out that pine-fucking floor-wallowing Mike 
Spencer is in no position "to talk about what's natural and right," and he just laughs. 


-- Page 19 -- 


The dioramas of the sea, outside the Queen's dayroom, are as ornate as they are lifeless: 
gulls, and ocean fantasies like a Disney gallery. The song plays -- "Oh, the good life, full of 
fun/ Seems to be the ideal..." -- as we see the humans, lined up in revealing costumes 
across the water: French maid, film star, pool boy, Olympian. Quite a buffet. "Yes, the good 
life lets you hide/ All the sadness you feel/ You won't really fall in love/ For you can't take 
the chance..." 


The Queen offers Bill a choice of meal, and he smiles tightly, begging off. "William, you have 
to eat before we play Yahtzee. I need you to play your best game!" When he explains that he 
only feeds from Sookie, he knows that he just fucked up, and then two things happen: First, 
Hadley's eyes swing around to stare at him, so | guess she doesn't know about their 
relationship, and second, the Queen's true face shows through again for a second: "Why on 
Earth would you do that." He asks again to leave, and Sophie-Anne responds with a 
distraction, clapping for the Latvian hottie. "Ludis! Ludis, this is my good friend Bill 
Compton. Would you allow him to feed from you?" Ludis kneels, nearly naked, at his feet, 
offering to let Bill fuck him in the process. "William, you have to at least try him. | insist." So 
he does. It's delicious, and so long in coming. "| love watching two men together," the 
Queen says to her retinue across the pool, and their laughter is one that courts have known 
since time immemorial. Just because Bill doesn't get irony doesn't mean irony's enough to 
live on. 


Maryann approaches a very jumpy Lafayette in the wild edge of her yard, holding up a fat 
green weed: "Horse nettle. Also known as bull nettle, the Devil's tomato..." -- and yes, she 
pronounces tomato the way you think -- "And my personal favorite: The Apple of Sodom." 
He shivers. "It's quite poisonous. But in the tiniest of doses, a savory addition to any 


wine-based sauce." She tastes it, moaning, with Karl at her side. "Mm! Gives it a pungent 
hint of madness. A little touch of total abandon." She steps closer to him, intrigued and 
proud, and he begs her not to come closer. "I can tell that you are no stranger..." -- Bitch, | 
said stop! -- "...To total abandon." We always knew he was one of hers; so did he. Never 
more so than now that Eric's taken away everything that ever kept him sane. He fires the 
gun and she holds up her hand, proving new geometries upon the world: an angle becomes a 
corner, deliriously, and strikes Karl through the temple. He falls. "Oh, poor Karl!" she 
mourns. "You didn't really advance much in this lifetime." She turns smiling -- something 
familiar in her smile, | mean to say -- to Lafayette, looking for a replacement: "You cook, 
don't you?" 


-- Page 20 -- 


The Queen throws her hand -- "Oh, I hate threes!" -- at the Yahtzee table, and Bill's had 
enough. He picks his way through courtly ways as through a minefield: " Your Majesty, | 
really need to leave." She keeps playing. He will wait on her. That's what it means. When he 
finally stands, ina patented Bill Compton huff, she calls him back delightedly. "...Maenads 
are sad, silly things. The world changed centuries ago, and they're still waiting for the God 
Who Comes." Does he ever come? "Of course not," she says impatiently. The guides are 
gone now. 


"Gods never actually show up. They only exist in humans' minds. Like money, and 
morality." Ludis acts like this is deep, but it sort of is: What she's describing in her 
ineloquent bullshitty way is the answer to Godric's question: anew morality, for vampires 
and humans alike, that takes all thought as its eternal bricolage. There's no such thing as 
bad, for vampires, or time. Maryann's teaching the humans the same. We imagine ourselves 
into our situations and we imagine ourselves out; sometimes, if you push hard enough and 
have the will, you can break the laws of physics. 


"If | can't kill her, how do | get her to leave Bon Temps?" Which is the most sensible, and | 
sure hope the correct tack, because killing her would be the worst thing I can think of; the 
Queen rolls her eyes. "She has to believe that she's successfully summoned forth 
‘Dionysus,' in hope that he will quite literally devour her, until she's lost into oblivion." 
Hadley rolls the dice; she knows that hope. As Bill knows the rest: "So she seeks death? Uh, 
the true death. The one thing she's evolved beyond..." The Queen agrees that it's ironic. 
Godric knew better: that's not irony, that's how it works. They are young yet. 


"You know, they're really not that smart, these maenads." And how does she summon this 
nonexistent God of hers? "I never said he was nonexistent," the Queen contradicts herself, 
"| just said He never comes." She speaks in riddles. He asks about reality and she tells him 
about faith; he asks about belief and she lectures him in reality. He thinks they're separate 
issues, and she's convinced they are nothing like. "She believes if she finds the perfect 
vessel, sacrifices and devours part of him or her, while surrounded by the magic of her 
familiars, then her mad God will appear. At that point, when she willingly surrenders herself 
to him..." She can be killed. Not that she will be, but good luck convincing Sam Merlotte to 
play that fucking game. 


-- Page 21 -- 


"Who's the smartest boy in class?" Sophie-Anne exclaims (and slack-jawed Ludis grins, 
because not him either.) Hadley laughs. These are the benefits of court: You see demigods 


ridiculed, and know that your cage is gilded bright as the sun. And that perfect vessel, Bill 
wonders, is human? "They prefer supernatural beings. The two-natured..." Like Sam; she 
agrees. "Shifters, yes. And Weres. Fortunately, they show little interest in us. Something 
about our hearts not beating. But they'll try any other being that straddles the two worlds." 
And has those glowy hands. Maryann loves glowy. 


"As long as it has a beating heart..." Come on, Bill. | have such low expectations of you, and 
such great faith. Put it together. You saw her fall in love with Sookie. You have to know what 
that means. "You have to remember, they've been trying for centuries. They're constantly 
improvising their recipes in hopes of finding that one magic element that will make it all 
happen." Like all of us. Sophie-Anne shakes her head, feeling her man approach; he 
announces Eric and she finds it diverting. He wants her to bea guide so bad, and she's so not 
interested. 


"How's my cousin Sookie?" asks Hadley, who is already as perfectly cast as Sarah Newlin 
was: Sookie's blowsy, American twin. The perfect pigtailed virgin, with a devil's smile. "Be 
sure and tell her | said hey," she says regretfully, and asks after Gran. He does that 
sympathetic smile that always bothers me, but this time it feels real. "I'd love to talk to her 
sometime," Hadley says sadly, "But | owe her so much money..." (At the funeral, 
remember, they talked about cousin Hadley, unreachable cousin Hadley, poor ungrateful 
Hadley, who ran out on arehab paid for by Gran. Poor Hadley, Bartlet's other victim, who ran 
into the cold arms of death as quickly as her cousin. But upgrade, come on.) 


"| think it's best that you are not in touch," Bill says with that plastered sweet smile, not 
wanting to drop another bomb or hurt her -- sweet girl, Queen's own -- and she nods 
wisely: "Oh, | know. There's no place for me in that world anymore. Still think about 'em, 
though." And that's how | fell in love with Hadley Hale. Bill too, I think. A little. He knows 
about that. We all do. 


"Well, seems your friend Mr. Northman is here," the Queen smiles, and Bill knows that 
means it's time for him to bounce. "This alpha male posturing," she grins, " You two really 
should just fuck each other and get it over with. | could watch!" Bill grins back at her, not 
entirely as a loyal subject. He knows she finds him ridiculous; perhaps he revels in it. | 
certainly do. He kisses her hand indulgently, like a favorite aunt, and thanks her for seeing 
him. "Enjoy your restricted diet," she says, and he nearly blushes. He's almost out the door 
before her true face shines through once again, cheated out toward the camera. "| do look 
forward to meeting her." He repeats the smile, but it's brittle now; as he leaves she sits 
down with her pets and rolls a perfect Yahtzee. 


== Page22:== 


Outside her ocean paradise, standing on the cool blue water, Eric fusses with his hair -- the 
flight from Shreveport is murder on your hair -- and teases Bill mercilessly for awhile, 
laughing behind his firm grin as Bill works himself up into a tizzy about how he's only there 
to ask about the maenad because of Sookie, Sookie, Sookie, and Eric preens: "Oh, Billy. This 
paranoia, it's really quite unbecoming." He cocks his head, like, since you mention it...: "Has 
she uh, mentioned me?" She most assuredly has not! And furthermore it was quite 
desperate of him to take advantage of her weakened state and trick her into drinking his 
yablahblah. Eric giggles and points out -- as the Bill and Sookie theme starts playing softly 
-- that Bill did the exact same shit, the night they met. He stomps his dwarven feet. "| 

was savin her laff!" 


"Isn't that convenient?" Eric chuckles, and Bill growls at him for twenty impotent minutes 
before threatening to tell Sophie-Anne about the whole V-selling storyline that still hasn't 
actually happened yet. Eric stares at him and reminds him that he totally wouldn't do that. 
Bill shuffles his feet, pleading and admitting: "| won't! As long as you never come close to 
Sookie ever again." Anybody else, Eric would be like whatevs, but it's Bill, so you have to 
remind him not to threaten you. Bill goes, "I don't like threats, either!" and stomps away 
into the night. Eric has been given pause, but God knows what that whole deal is all about. 
All | know is that Bill has exactly 65% of the pieces to every puzzle that ever existed, 

and does not care to have more because the pieces in his possession are more than sufficient. 


At Maryann's, Jason feeds Andy carb-load bars and wonders if Sam could turn into a chicken 
and lay his own egg. And after the whole fascinated-Jason train of thought, from Merlotte's 
to the station to Maryann's house, you might be tempted to think it's more of the same, but 
even before the last image in this episode proves it, it's already significant: Gods don't have 
bellybuttons. They lay the eggs that hatch into Them. They bring Themselves into 
existence through the belief that births Them. It's all Sophie-Anne was trying to explain, 
because people are no different. It's all anybody ever does. 


That's what the myth of the Phoenix is about, and in this case you're talking about 
Somebody crossing from the realm of dreams and oracles and visions into the world we 
know. Maryann wants to bring something across, and that thing is Him, and He wants to 
come here, and that's why she exists in turn. Faith bends the laws of physics until they 
break, but this is the definition of faith: reality born from dreams, hard evidence born of 
fantasy. Guides gone. It's the Eschaton, the thing that Steve Newlin is in love with, and the 
thing Luke embraced with his dying breath: You lay your own egg. 


-- Page 23 -- 


Andy starts in about how Jason is totally perverse, and Jason finally gets sick of getting 
messed with. "Why ain't you never liked me, Andy? Is it because of how much pussy | get?" 
No, he says with his elaborate shrug; Basically, he means, yes. "Because | ain't taking any 
pussy away from you. There is more than enough pussy to go around." (Wait until they find 
out every pussy has ahuman being attached! They are going to freak out!) "It ain't about 
pussy. | just think you've had everything too easy." Jason explains that fallacy in detail, 
which is basically that nobody has it easy, and he's hot because he "works out like fuck" -- 
and watches porn "to learn stuff" -- and being all-state QB was great but shot his knees 
before he was thirty, his best friend was a serial killer who killed everybody he slept with 
plus his only living parent, his real parents died when he was a child, he's poor, and basically 
dumb. Andy weakly protests, but it's over. We're in speechville again, and loving it: 


"You may hate me, Andy Bellefleur. You may think you're better than me, and maybe you 
are. But you and me are the ones who have received the calling to save this town. So 
obviously God wants us to bury the hatchet. It's all up to us, and we can't fuck it up. Because 
this town might be full of crazy rednecks and dumbasses, but they're still Americans, 
Andy." Andy notes that being an American used to mean something. "It still does." They 
clasp hands before leaving the truck and grabbing guns, and fall into a manly, American 
kind of love with each other. 


Meanwhile Sam is sitting on a porch somewhere with a shotgun when Bill vamp-zooms up 
into his face, presumably to ask him to beso kind as to get sacrificed to the devil without 
making a huge fuss about it. 


Meanwhile -- still on the floor in Maryann's kitchen, still lying where Gran died -- Mike 
Spencer is laughing into Sookie's ear about the road not taken to the point that she's bored 
and just goes, "Mike, enough with the foreplay, let's just... Let's just do it already." He says 
it's fine for her to be on top, because it's better for his back, and she immediately proceeds 
to club the shit out of him witha cast-iron skillet. Upstairs, she hears groans of pleasure -- 
"Oh, yeah, baby, you... Oh, yeah, | want me some of that, show me how you shake your 
moneymaker, that's it..." -- and opens a bedroom door only to find some random tattooed 
guy fawning over himself in a dress. "Too much?" he asks, and she closes the door politely 
on him. "Way too much." | love Sookie under pressure. She's like a person, plus awesome. 


-- Page 24 -- 


There's a crashing from Gran's room; the room that was going to be hers, before Dallas. 
Before even the walls and sconces aged themselves well past the wear and tear of the old 
Compton place. Tara and Eggs are smashing, destroying everything: perfume bottles, 
sentimental items. Whatever makes this place hers, or Grans, is gone. "Oh, tear it up," Eggs 
giggles, while Tara laughs. "It's paid for!" His voice is familiar. 


Sookie snatches at Gran's knitting, but Tara won't let go. "I need it for the nest!" She 
whoops and carries it over to the bed, where an actual nest -- lovely, in a Pottery Barn 
self-consciously rustic way -- is taking shape around a giant egg. Actual egg, on the bed, in 
a nest, as Tara arranges the ribbons and threads and Eggs scatters feathers down onto it. 
And before Sookie can even comment on this latest ridiculous turn of events, alacquered 
hand lays itself lightly across her shoulders: "| was looking for you," Lafayette smiles as she 
begins to scream. His eyes are black as night. The guide is gone. 


ROUGH MUSIC 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 2 | Episode 12 | Aired on 09.13.2009 


Beyond Here Lies Nothin’ - Two near-weddings and a substantially larger amount of funerals. 


Maryann assumes her most horrifying form yet -- Bridezilla of the Gods! -- after quickly 
taking control of Jason, Andy and Lafayette. They dress Sookie up and pronounce her the 
Matron of Honor, whose responsibilities in this sort of ceremony include licking a giant egg 
and then standing around awkwardly while Bill comes up with a plan that seems really 
dumb until it goes down, which involves handing Sam over for the sacrifice. 


The reason he's been such a big deal is some things from the night he broke into Maryann's 
house which showed oracular signs of him being the perfect vessel for Dionysus's 
incarnation. So the plan is, as expected, to hang him from the giant meat tree and then 
serve up his heart to the God, who will then incarnate in the form of a bull-headed man and 
wed Maryann, destroying all of Bon Temps before continuing on to the rest of America! 


Bill hands Sam over, and Eggs stabs the shit out of him, and just when you think he's going 
to die Bill tells Sookie to go nuts, which basically amounts to her awkwardly pushing the 
meat tree over and then yelling a whole lot like she'd probably be doing anyway. Albeit with 
more of that magical electricity effect, which Maryann likens to "nature herself shooting 
out" Sookie's fingertips. Sounds kind of messy, not to mention giving us a partial 
explanation for how she managed to take out the Rattrays in the first place. Maryann thinks 
about killing everybody as areplacement sacrifice, but decides instead to chase Sookie 
around the woods. There, she runs into a beautiful white bull and naturally assumes that 
she's having a Pasiphaé/lo moment, because maybe you hadn't heard but 90% of all 
mythology is Greek chicks banging bulls. 


But it's not actually God, it's Sam. Who gores her to death, giving her an atheist epiphany 
before she turns to a dusty old corpse in Gran's wedding gown. Meanwhile, Bill's a walking 
deadman because he fed Sam so much before the ceremony. Sookie yells at them to clean 
up the body and reassures Tara she is yet again responsible for nothing she does, and the 
rest of the town yawns and wonders what they've been doing for the last week. Sam goes 
off to see his adoptive/abandoning parents, and gets the info on his real parents 
(apparently not great people). 


Hoyt processes his mother's latest nasty lies, and realizes that they are not, in fact lies: His 
father really did commit suicide, and she's been using this secret to control him for his 
entire life. He tells Maxine he should have just let Jessica have her, and goes over to the 
Compton place to make up. But she's not there, having told (mega-sweet) Bill that she's 
going over to Hoyt's to apologize for almost eating his mother. While Hoyt's knocking on 
her door, though, she's making out with and awesomely murdering nasty truckers like a 
homicidal lot lizard. So it's pretty much like Romeo & Juliet. 


Tara collects the broken pieces of Eggs and herself as best she can, but when he comes to 
Sookie asking her to reveal his blackout memories, he realizes he's this season's serial 
killer, and goes to Andy to turn himself in. There is a farcical mishap and Jason -- who's 
spent all season playing soldier boy, from paintguns to paramilitary exercises to this latest 


arms race -- finally graduates to murder, killing Eggs. Of course, Tara goes into a meltdown, 
but only after Andy covers it up and calls it a suicide. So Tara's doing great as usual. 


We learn some more things about the Queen: Firstly that she is the one who ordered Eric to 
sell her blood -- presumably so she can havea psychic bond with all the white trash drug 
addicts in Louisiana -- that she knows very well that Sookie is more than human, and that 
drinking her electric blood is the first step to falling in love with her for a vampire... Like for 
example Bill, who proposes a Vermont marriage to Sookie -- who, of course, equivocates 
and then decides to go for it -- just before he's kidnapped by a glove-wearing vampire. 
Which gives us for the first time ever an episode ending with something other than Sookie 
screaming her ass off. Great season! 


Want more? The full recap starts right below! 


This isn't the first time it's happened. It's what the Maenads meant. Rabelais talks about it, 
Carnival, and most of us have done MardiGras at least once. The masks come off when the 
masks go on. You could say that our country has a sickness in that we don't do it anymore, 
but I think that's only partially true -- you still get the Margaret Meads and Robert Blys 
saying we don't have rites of passage either, and they're right too -- but | think the 
unimaginable is particularly hard to imagine. That's what the chaos, the loss of control ("we 
crave it") basically means, and it always looks terrifying to people outside the circle. In my 
family we call it "drinking." In Washington they call them Tea Parties. 


Rabelais was enamored of them, glamoured by them, because they represented cultural 
rebirth: For one day, the world turns upside down. A peasant becomes a king, or the Wicker 
Manis lit, common sense about food and sex goes crazy around us, and we all remember 
that most of this fake civilization bullshit is just something we agreed upon so things would 
go easily. When you're sitting at a 3 AMred light and nobody's coming, there's alittle thrill 
in running that light. It's a reminder that nobody's watching, the Mad God isn't coming: 
There's just us, and our choices. Even if, in the morning, somebody has to be blamed. 


But tonight it's in full swing. Sookie Stackhouse is still screaming, as usual, as Lafayette 
orders Tara and Eggs downstairs with their big weird egg. Eggs grunts happily, and Tara 
hoots to herself, and they nearly weep with anticipation of the coming God. Left with 
black-eyed Lafayette, Sookie reaches out to him; inside his head it's a maelstrom of 
preparation, running through them all like a river underwater: Prepare her for Bromios, 
prepare her for Eleutherios... 


Lafayette tells her to take off her clothes, and she's shocked. Watching this the first time, 
it's as disorienting for us as for Sookie -- just how far gone is he? -- but when you watch it 
again, the whole conversation takes less than five seconds. He menaces her, tells her to take 
off her clothes, flirts with your racism, and then bends down: Not to smell her, but to 
present her with her bridal party gown. Scary and then not scary is the basis of all comedy. 
She puts it on quickly and he shoves her down the stairs. 


Tara, Arlene and Jane attend the bride: Maiden, Mother, Crone. She flips back her veil and 
grins wildly at Sookie, beyond joyful. "What the hell are you doing in my grandmother's 
wedding dress?" Maryann ignores her rudeness and welcomes her, explaining -- as the 
triplet goddess frames Herselves around the bride, like a tableau reenactment -- that 
Sookie's the maid of honor. Behind Sookie, Lafayette claps hilariously to himself. 
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Sookie struggles, and they tell her give in: "Let it take you!" Sookie, whose penchant for 
getting kidnapped and caged up has runrampant this season, assures them she's done 
being "taken," and Maryann laughs. "Shush, you haven't been taken, just borrowed! To go 
along with Old, New and Blue over here," she says, gesturing to Jane and Tara and Arlene. 
"Which one am I?" Arlene asks, and Maryann smiles to herself. 


The bride excuses her rudeness in not asking permission to wear the dress -- "You'll 
probably never use it anyway" -- and when Sookie tells her to go to hell, Tara hisses like an 
animal. Maryann asks her to chill -- "It is my day," after all -- and Sookie says this is her 
house and her friends. (Plus Jane Bodehouse, who cackles and swears she's always liked 
Sookie. Being the town drunk/ho means never having to pull class on retard barmaids.) 
Sookie yells at Maryann some more, and her mouth goes firm, ordering the bridal party out 
of the room. "And bring some vines?" 


There's scary music as Maryann steps to her maid of honor, but she smiles easily. "I'mall 
yours. Give it your best!" She is speaking, of course, with spirit fingers Sparky Polastri would 
envy, of the electricity. Sookie swears she doesn't know what that was last week, but 
Maryann is enraptured at the thought. "I never felt anything like it, it was like nature herself 
was shooting out from your fingertips!" She wants to swim there; she knows Sookie can 
teach her. 


Standing there with nothing on but a borrowed dress, with the voltage running through her 
skin, Sookie reaches out. She stares, awkwardly, and woggles her hands awkwardly at 
Maryann's face, finally grunting and shoving her collarbones weakly. "That's hitting me," 
Maryann explains. "You're not committing to this at all." Sookie swears she doesn't have 
"electrical powers," that she's a human being, but Maryann laughs. "You keep saying 
that!" To demonstrate, she vibes at Sookie, who is perturbed but not otherwise affected. "I 
would have taken you over by now," Maryann laughs, stepping close. "Come on, it'll be our 
little secret.What are you?" Sookie's bewildered; she doesn't know Maryann's being friendly 
right now, and just sees amadwoman ina stolen dress, standing in a desecrated shrine. 

"I'm a waitress. What the fuck are you?" 


At the Fortenberrys', Hoyt's sleeping a hasty contraption tied around his wrist, pink thread 
tying him to every room. Maxine sings outrageously while he sleeps, doing the twist; when 
she notices he's really out she grabs her nasty casserole and makes arun for it, but she trips 
on one of his wires and drops the casserole heavily. He jumps and grabs her immediately, 
and she screams "Norman Baaaates!" at him. He promises -- never, ever say or do this, on 
this show or anywhere else -- that he's going to take everything she's said this week, about 
him and about Daddy, and lock it up ina little box, and forget it ever happened. She growls 
at him, trying to explain the immensity, weeping with religious fervor and the beauty of the 
moment: "This is bigger than your petty little feelings. A God is coming into our midst, does 
any part of your puny brain understand what that means?" He is tender with her; she 
throws a cushion in his face and runs away again delightedly, but he catches her up again. 
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"Think back. Wasn't there ever a time you felt someone, or something, watching over 


you?" Of course, Sookie nods: "God." Maryann arranges a garland, taking blooms and 
blossoms from every part of the room: "You can call it that. But it's not the same one the 


blind billions worship." She finally turns: "And in your heart of hearts, you know it." Sookie 
remembers -- ah, the chain! The time she took down Mac Rattray and it looked all weird! 
That was confusing. "Fine. Then what am I?" Maryann assures her she's beyond human: "1 
live off human energy, and yours | can't channel. That's very rare, though surprisingly not 
unique in this town..." Sookie tilts her head: Is she saying she's going to marry Sam 
Merlotte? 


Offended, Maryann looks up from her bouquet: "Please. My husband is a God. Sam is... He's 
just the ideal wedding gift." She tears up, like Sarah Newlin at her wedding, or up inthe 
balcony the day Jason showed her the new sun. "Oh, it's been sucha long wait... I'm sorry, 
I'm getting a little overexcited. I'll smear everything!" She assures Sookie joyfully that the 
time is auspicious and perfect, and that Sam's on his way. Sookie protests some more, and 
Maryann reaches out to stroke her chin: "He is the vessel! He appeared to me naked, a virgin, 
drawn to the very statue that represents the birth of my God. Should have sacrificed him 
then and there, but | foolishly let him go." 


Meaning, of course, cutting out his heart. "It's the food of the Gods. My husband will love it, 
it's the very thing that gives him life." Just mixing and matching, like Sophie-Anne said, 
trying to get the recipe perfect. Just like the Fellowship of the Sun. Just like you and me, any 
time we reach for wholeness. Sookie assures her that it's not going down like that, and 
Maryann shrugs. "That is why you are here. It's fate! Just as Sam Merlotte is the one who 
will bring forth my husband, you, my dear, are the one who will bring forth Sam Merlotte. 
The moment he learns where you are, he'll come running like a dog. Maybe even as a dog." 
Sookie is grossed out as Maryann plants the crown of flowers on her angry, ridiculous, 
resentful head, and it's awesome. 


My favorite of those wild customs, though, is called rough music. One aspect is 

called charivari, or chivaree or shivaree -- the last is my favorite, because it's a very good 
band -- and it's a French custom from the Middle Ages, where it happened for every 
wedding. Later on it was intended primarily to protest weddings for whatever reason -- 
widows marrying too early, things like that -- but once it was a celebration. 
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Everybody in town would gather outside the couple's house after the ceremony, banging 
pots and pans, sometimes in masks, to keep the couple awake all night. Whistles, fireworks, 
things from the kitchen. On the frontier it was sometimes called "belling" or "horning," 
but the word charivari itself means "headache," because of the clashing mad sound it 
creates. They still do them in Ontario; last year there was one that included Jason 
Stackhouse's shotguns and chainsaws. 


To some old-timey music, Sophie-Anne assures Eric in his lovely suit that they'll play 
Yahtzee! to five million. "She's way ahead," Hadley notes grimly, but the Queen assures 
them it's only luck. "Yahtzee is the most egalitarian game in the world! You could be my 
social, physical, or intellectual inferior, but your chances are equal to mine." (She points to 
each of themin turn: Eric her social inferior, Hadley physical, Ludis intellectual. His name 
means game, and she's lying about cheating, and they're just another triplet for her to score 
off. Old, new and borrowed.) "It's the antidote for this world, where things such as 
superiority and inferiority do matter." 


She deigns to remember something: "Speaking of which, | heard about your maker. That 
blows." He swallows and thanks her, but it's covered over by her triumphant shout. 
"Yahtzee!" The humans protest ("It is a magic!" shouts Ludis.) She asks angrily what the 
point would be, to cheat, and begs Eric to go on. He starts again to thank her, and she shrugs 
him off again. "Did you know that there's a maenad in Renard Parish?" He does. "I wouldn't 
get involved if | were you. Stick to what you're good at." She rolls again. "I gave William 
Compton a few bits of hand-me-down folklore we've accumulated over the centuries, but 
who knows if it's gospel or gorilla shit." Eric likes that, but it doesn't last: "You know, | think 
he's monogamous with his human." 


Eric admits that Bill's in love with her, which grosses out the Queen but surprises Hadley. 
"Well, of course he would be, with her. You probably are too," the Queen suggests, and he 
has trouble saying the words. "I do not love humans" is the best he can do. "She's 

not entirely human. Have you tasted her?" the Queen asks, like a housecat, and covers up 
her relief when he answers. "Don't," she says in her scariest voice. "Ever. One vampire 
falling in love is bad enough." Hadley stares at her Queen, sadly. 


Eric agrees that Bill is a fuckup and tends to fall into trouble, and she nods her thanks for the 
segue: "For instance, how does he know |'m having you sell vampire blood?" The guards, of 
course, hear everything. Eric stumbles, apologizing and promising Bill didn't find that out 
from him. "That is really bad," the Queen says, pulling the ceiling close like Godric used to, 
for a moment. "He does not know you are supplying it," Eric says, quietly, and she shoves 
him suddenly onto his back, by the pool, fangs out. "He'd better not. I'm holding you 
responsible." She kisses him and he leans up, fangs out. "Ah, there they are," she smiles. 
"Aren't yours lovely. You may be the strongest, oldest vampire in my queendom, but if | 
wanted," she says, shoving him back down like a beast: "I could own your fangs as earrings. 
Understand?" 
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Eric promises to take care of it, personally, and reaches up to kiss her again. Ludis calls them 
back to the game, and after a moment of lying there bewildered -- Hadley looking on, sad 
and jealous -- he pops his fangs back in and sits up as gracefully as possible, as though it 
never happened. They're animals, just like anybody else. He rolls the dice, and the Queen 
rolls her eyes. "You suck at this." (This game that she just explained takes no skill, at least in 
the throwing, and then demonstrated every way she could that she was lying, she's saying, 
even when you think the rules are equal they are never equal. You can be bad at Yahtzee! and 
never know why.) 


Walking toward Maryann's house, Andy Bellefleur's worried about going in without backup, 
but Jason explains that Andy is the backup. "Now, this is Special Ops. We're surgical. One 
shot. Say hello to my little friend: Boom! Hasta la vista, baby. Ah love the smell of nail polish 
in the morning." Oh, Jason. When he catches a look of the revels in the yard, the drummers, 
Eggs dancing, people whirling in circles around torches while Sheriff Dearborne sends out 
nonsense squaredancing calls in his boxers, he is moved and insulted. "That's Stackhouse 
property. They got no right to do that." Tears running from his eyes, he starts ramping them 
up, talking faster and faster, psyching himself up by giving Andy anonsense pep talk. "You 
see that house? It's been in my family for 150 years. Now, what kind of man would stand by 
while his grandmother's house gets torn to the ground?" Andy points out that she's not his 
grandmother, but Jason's not talking to him. He grabs his neck and forces their foreheads 


together: "But it's in the town you swore to protect. It's times like these when this town 
needs a good man, Andy. And that man is us." 


They wade through the dancers, that chick from the station that wanted Jason so bad jumps 
on Andy, and they quickly lose sight of each other. Terry's worried that somebody will see 
the bride before the wedding, and finally they both go down ina moving pile of bodies, 
almost devouring them, taking their guns; when Jason fights clear and finds Andy, his eyes 
are black as night. "HE'S COMIN'!" Andy shouts, and punches Jason in the face, and when 
he stands up again his eyes are black, too. He grabs an old woman on his grandmother's 
lawn, and kisses her hard. 


Sam's just got Lisa and Coby to bed in his trailer; Lisa was so worried about Arlene she 
couldn't sleep at first. "If you'd let me glamour them, they would have been asleep in 
seconds," Bill says in that way of his, and Samrolls eyes. They discuss the maenad and Sam 
says he doubts Maryann's going to stop with him, either way. She's gone too far: "Killers 
don't just suddenly quit killing, you oughta know that." Unnecessary, Merlotte, but | guess 
he's feeling sort of helpless and touchy. Bill orders him to come with, and Sam is not feeling 
that, and then there are some fangs, and man, Bill, you should have stuck with "Sookie 
needs you," because you don't show teeth to a dog unless you want to see some more. But 
it's scary and suspenseful, and this whole half of the episode is so totally Grand 

Guignol Baby Jane nutty that this is what counts. 
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Arlene licks blood onto the giant egg, and passes it around the bridal party's circle. Sookie 
finally goes, "Okay, what is with this egg? Did you lay it?" Imagine if you could, though. If 
you could lay your own egg. Maryann grins and says it's asymbolic ostrich egg, that it 
represents fertility. As with any bachelorette party, it's more about the things you don't 
want to do than the things you do, so they all start yelling at her about how she has to lick 
the egg. Finally she dips her tongue in a goblet of some blood -- whence? -- and licks the 
egg. They laugh, and sing. 


"Only through the blood will He come," Lafayette groans lasciviously. The gender stuff that 
conferred his Guide status last season is in full effect here: Straddling the line between male 
and female the way Jason touches it at its poles, neither/nor to Jason's either/or, heis the 
physical expression of what Maryann is looking for, which is heiros gamos, the holy 
marriage: A union of God and man that represents transcendence. All transcendence is 
temporary, but it all redounds back to this, the union of opposites -- no inside/outside, 
higher/lower, above/below: Exactly what gives Lafayette his power, and the tiniest taste of 
which is what he and Amy Burley gave Jason so long ago. And its' saved him, again and 
again, even this year. And now, that force is just as important as Eggs or the bride or even 
the Triple Goddess. Maryann has to bringit all, be inclusive, if she's going to find the right 
mixture, just like the Fellowship thinks they can keep stripping things away (kindness, 
rationality) to find it. Just as Godric and Luke died for, and with, each other and each of us. 


Bill brings Sam to the yard as Maryann licks the egg the last time, and everybody cheers. 
"Your vessel has arrived!" Jason announces, and when he notices Sookie in her dress he 
tears up, touched. "Sookie! You look beautiful!" She's terrified, and sad for him; Maryann 
unties her and the women shot and scream. "! will not be part of anything so evil," Sookie 
repeats once again, and Maryann sighs. "You're the brother? Maybe | could kill you." She 
strokes his neck and he smiles, excited. Sookie promises she'll do it, if Maryann doesn't hurt 


anybody, and her brother is disappointed. He's elected to manhandle Sookie out into the 
yard, and when Sookie yelps at his rough handling, he shouts back at her angrily. 


The bridal party makes their way down the stairs, capering and gibbering. A truly amazing, 
deranged string quartet plays a scary wedding march. Arlene and Jane spread petals inthe 
bride's path, followed by Tara dancing with the egg, and Lafayette with the bull mask in his 
arms. Terry and Eggs laugh joyfully as they arrive. Andy carries the bride's train, shuffling 
like Renfield. Bill calls out to Maryann with Sam in his arms, and Sookie is horrified. "My 
sweet vessel!" Maryann cries, and he offers the exchange. Sookie knows he'll be killed; Sam 
knows it won't stop with him. Maryann juts her chin out to the men. "Take her to the dead 
man. She's served her purpose." 
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Jason shoves her forward, yelling at Bill all the way, even as he's tossing Sam back across to 
Eggs. "This is the only way," he promises her, and she shouts and struggles. Sam tells them 
to get her out of there -- "| won't have her watch me die" -- but nobody's listening. 
Maryann looks at him with infinite love: "| will always be grateful to you." She touches his 
face as he swears it's not for her. The men drag Sam away, struggling and shouting, and 
Sookie whisper-yells at Bill. "This is what your vampire source told you to do? To give up 
Sam?" Bill asks her to trust him; it's remarkably less sexy when it's Bill saying it. 


Maryann raises her arms for the invocation as Lafayette puts the bull's mask on the meat 
tree, which repeats her gesture. She's just making shit up at this point. That's all we're ever 
doing. "The God with horns!" Lafayette shouts when it's in place: "Worship him, bitches!" 
Tara places the egg in the goddess's chest, and Andy gasps with anticipation: He's coming. 
God is coming. 


"Hail Dionysus," Maryann calls, and they respond, repeating. "Bacchus. Bromios. 
Eleutherios. Dendrites." There is a bathtub in the yard, burning and black smoke. "All these 
names of Yours, our bull-horned God. Upon this occasion of our marriage, our offering 
symbolizes the rebirth of our God." Jason holds a twig before his heart, like praying hands. 
"When He was achild, the jealous Titans ripped Him to shreds, eating all but His heart. And 
this last piece was saved by His sister, Pallas Athena, Who placed it into the womb of His 
mother so that He could be reborn." What if you could lay your own egg? 


Maryann holds her hands up to the goddess: "Oh, Great Mother. Soon You shall have the 
heart that will make Your egg grow fertile." The congregation stands, supplicant. "And Your 
son, our bull-horned God, will come and stand in Your place." The music starts again, wild 
and rough, and the men bring Sam out tied to a ladder of blossoms and saplings. Sookie calls 
to him, horrified, as they stand him up against the goddess. "Oh, at last,"' Maryann weeps. 
"At long, long last. He is Yours, my Lord." Eggs approaches with the knife, and she looks at 
Sam in love and gratitude. You've never seen a love so strong as the look Steve would have 
given Godric onthe tree. "You're lucky, Sam. It's everyone's wish to have their life mean 
something. So few ever get to realize that." It's all Godric wanted; it's all Luke ever had. 


Terry, Arlene, the rest of them, call for the sacrifice. They don't care for invocations and 
prayers, they don't understand anything but the vulgate. "Sacrifice him!" shouts Andy, and 
Sookie calls out to Sam to use his gift. The power and the shame they carry in common. 
"Sookie," Bill mutters, "Use yours." Eggs thanks Sam lovingly, and plunges the knife into 
his chest; Sam dies as Sookie screams, and Arlene laughs delightedly. 


-- Page 8 -- 


Maryann knows the second she takes the knife from Eggs's hands, on his knees: She can feel 
it. Her body responds, she weeps and writhes: This is the vessel after all. Sam calls out 
silently to Sookie and she runs to him, putting hands on his shoulders, as he weakens. "I'm 
sorry. I'm so, so sorry..." He fights to see her, and thinks a single thought: Destroy it. All of 

it. She nods, and runs to the tree while Bill makes his escape. First, the egg. She smashes it 
on the ground. "You killed our sacred egg!" shouts clueless Tara, who's barely been 
following any of this. "It's not sacred. None of it's sacred!" Sookie shots, tossing her garland 
aside. "It's evil!" she yells, shoving the goddess over with that fire in her hands. 


Maryann is mortified; her shame turns to rage as fast as Sarah's passion. "How dare you 
spoil my offering? Lord Dionysus, forgive me?" She turns to the crowd, Sam's blood 
smudged down her throat, changing gears like the Newlins, looking for a better recipe. 
"Allow me to sacrifice all of them for You," she says, vibrating until the crowd is on their 
knees, screaming in pain as she dances. Sookie holds Tara up, shouting at Maryann even as 
she realizes this won't cut it either. She changes gears again. "You brought this upon 
everyone!" Maryann howls in that dumb scary voice she gets, and plunges her hands into 
the earth, coming up with poison claws. Sookie runs through the forest from her once again, 
calling for Bill: The claws, the fear, the blood beating in her heart, under the moon just like 
this. She falls, overcome, and Maryann raises fists to strike. 


A bellow rings out across the road, in the darkness. A perfect white bull, without blemish, in 
the moonlight. 


Rough music itself, of which the shivaree is a subset, goes back to the 1700's: Somebody 
who has violated the standards of the community is scapegoated, and they bring the pots 
and pans to his or her house, keep her up all night, rattling bones and cleavers, blowing 
bull's horns. It's extreme social sanction, in this form; like any scapegoating ceremony, it's 
an acknowledgement of the wrongdoer's place in the community as muchas it is about her 
behavior. 


It's not a shunning, or banishment: It's the opposite. Any time Dionysus comes to visit, 
that's rough music: It's never about making it go away, it's never about killing the little 
black-eyed girl. It's about celebrating her. Giving her alittle time, a little slice of night, 
before she goes away again. If we are all the same amount of dirty, there is no shame, 
because we are all the same amount of clean. 
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It's about sex and reproduction and domestic issues, usually: any time a woman gets out of 
hand. Sometimes they put her ona pole or a donkey, or act out her crimes, and call her 
hideous names. Nobody really gets hurt; the masters of the ceremony are the young men, 
whom have been given temporary rule. The carnival boy-kings, with their chainsaws and 
their handguns. 


Zeus came to lo in the form of a perfect white bull; Poseidon sent a perfect white bull to 
Minos for his sacrifice, but he was so beautiful -- so divine -- that Minos kept him for 
himself, and Poseidon cursed the king's wife with an unearthly passion for him. The white 
skin against the black night, shining like the moon. Maryann's mad claws become bloody 


fingers, hands, and she raises them lovingly. "My Lord? My husband. Oh, you've come," she 
says, stepping closer. "lam here, my love." 


| can see it from your angle -- that it's funny, or silly, or crazy, that she's been acting crazy 
and this is just more crazy -- but these are the stories we grow up with. Gods become bulls, 
women become Goddesses, people live forever. When was the last time you laughed at the 
absurdity of vampires? I've got a myth for you: There's people just like us, but powerfully 
beautiful, that live on blood and have snake's teeth, and only come to you in the night. If | 
can believe in that shit, | can believe in the bull husband in the night, the ancient bride, the 
transvestite priest, the Fates. | can believe that for one night Jane Bodehouse and Tara 
Thornton and Arlene Fowler became the Goddess, and blessed the bride of God with all the 
power of their immaculate trinity: Fingerless and alcoholic, post-traumatic and negligent, 
raging and lovely. Especially watching Him under the moon and the streetlights, with this 
power and grace. His slow hoofbeats shake and crack the earth. 


She comes close to him, hesitant and beautiful in the light, two white shapes in the 
darkness reaching across to each other, begging to touch. To be whole. She reaches out to 
his nose, petting him softly, weeping with wonder. She holds her arms out, ready for him, 
and he gores her; she moans, shaking on the tree. "My God?! am the one to be sacrificed?" 
Again. She changes gears: "Iam the vessel. Yes, I'm happy to die." He rips into her a third 
time, her black blood coating his horn. "I'm yours," she says, bleeding out... And he is Sam. 
Holding a black, beating heart covered in ichor. 


"Was there no God?" she asks, and in answer he squeezes her heart in his hand; as it 
explodes, she drops. Back at her house -- Sookie's house again, now -- their eyes clear and 
they moan to themselves; Eggs holds up his bloody hands, uncomprehending. Sam stares 
down, naked in the spotlight, at the rapidly decomposing remains of something immense, 
and powerful, and beautiful. 
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Sookie throws her arms around Sam, confused at his apparent health, but soon enough we 
see Bill limping toward them, holding his arm crooked and nearly dropping. "Is Sam all 
right? He had to drink more of me than | expected," Bill explains as she holds him. "| 
promised Sam that | would heal him. We knew no other way of destroying her." For the first 
time, Bill realizes, he wanted her to hear his thoughts. That he could comfort her across the 
silence. Sookie thanks Sam, now wearing his jeans, for risking so much. "If things didn't 
work out, | guess I... | was ready." That's how we do it in the real world. No Godric, no Luke: 
Just the realization that we would if we had to. 


Jason and Tara come running up; she goggles at the bride's body before running into 
Sookie's arms. She doesn't remember anything -- "It was bad, wasn't it?" -- and while 
Sookie holds her she orders Bill (who really does look like a pile of laundry at this point) and 
Sam (who just died and turned into God and killed something majestic, all in the last three 
minutes or so) to clean up her fucking lawn. Tara shivers, wondering if it's really over this 
time. 


Hoyt throws himself on his mother's knee, thanking God she's finally come back to him. 
She's curious about the missing time: "The last thing | remember is meeting that 
red-headed vampire of yours, and then I..." She reaches up to her hair, her face, and 
discovers Band-Aids on her neck: "She didn't... bite me, did she? You let a vampire feed on 


me? he's ashamed. Why on Earth would you choose that girl over your own mother?" Hoyt 
admits that she was kind of asking for it, but that he broke up with Jessica immediately after 
the biting commenced. Quick enough, he's told her about the main offenses Maxine 
perpetrated while under the influence, ending with Daddy's suicide. He knows that part was 
true, he says it anyway to see her face, she doesn't cover well, and he finally begs her to lie 
about it, essentially. She refuses. 


"You're nearly thirty. You should know the truth." Hoyt freaks out and throws himself away 
from her, laughing angrily. "| should have known the truth when | was ten! Or, hell, when | 
was 25? All these years you keep me here, you keep me from moving out, from going to 
college... From doing anything, all because you were scared of some burglar that never 
existed," he cries. Her voice is honest. "| was scared. |'m still scared." Not good enough. 
"Just because you didn't want to be alone, instead of letting me be an actual person?" That 
line kind of got to me. That's intense. Not to mention the Jessica parallels again: Daddy 
Hamby didn't want anybody coming into Eden, and Maxine Fortenberry didn't want 
anybody going out. "You know what I wish?" he smiles hatefully: "I wish that Jessica had 
finished you off." Her hands fly to her mouth, and she weeps long after the door's slammed 
behind her. 


== Page ll -- 


Arlene leaves yet another voicemail at her house, terrified of what's happened to her kids in 
the meantime. Terry comforts her while Lafayette takes care of the survivors, and Jason 
offers to take her home to check. The whole town, knitting themselves back together. 
They're shocked by a sudden scream: Jane Bodehouse has located her finger, in the chest of 
the broken rotting goddess. Jason grabs her, swinging into action, and everybody runs off to 
get her tothe ER. Lafayette flips a scarf over his shoulder and wonders how he got there, 
past Bud offering a contrite Andy his job back: "This town's a hell of amess, and I'm man 
enough to know | can't shoulder it myself. You might have your faults, Andy, but at least you 
got pants on." 


Sam spots a deer, delicate and lovely, standing in the road. He weeps for her, for all of them, 
but wipes the tears away when Bill interrupts. He looks like a boy. Bill thanks him formally, 
and when Sam bristles he reminds him they both just wanted Sookie safe. "Well, she's 
family," Sam says lightly. "But they all are. If there was a way to save 'em, how could | say 
no?" That's been one of the loveliest (if not the most graceful) threads in this season: 
Watching Sam take ownership of the town, his place in it, the people that drive him crazy. 
Losing that stance of his that kept everybody so far away. Daphne was his Amy Burley, and 
will be remembered just as hatefully, but it is still good. 


"lam grateful that you would reveal your gift for the sake of the town," Bill says, and Sam 
points out his final realization: "You suffer more hiding something than you do if you face 
up to it." Bill's face changes, suddenly: First shame for his secrets, and then something else, 
a recognition of the ways in which Sam is a better man than he is. He says goodbye, and 
when Sam turns back the deer is gone. 


Eggs, washing his hands madly, goes back to the basics: "Where's Maryann? She's gotta 
know what happened." Tara knows that's over, and was never a good idea, but now's not 
the time. "We're okay. That's all that matters." Eggs points out that huge amounts of blood 
on his hands is hardly okay, and she remembers how Sookie helped her get some of her 
memories back, and assures him he doesn't want to know the real shit. "All that stuff's in 


the past. Why dwell on it? Can't we just start fresh?" (Dammit, Tara. No. Eat it and keep 
living.) He notices blood under his fingernails and goes back to the sink; Sookie appears and 
stares at him but Tara can't even talk about how weird he's getting. 
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Tara tearfully apologizes once again for fucking everything up, and -- not by way of excuse, 
just explanation -- tells her that Maryann centrally made her feel like part of a family. 
Sookie grabs her and the Adele song starts as she once again explains that Tara is part of a 
family, and lives in this house, and no longer needs to apologize for her existence. 364 more 
days and she'll believe you. They look at Mike Spencer -- still on the floor where Sookie 
bonked him -- and Tara says she'll take care of it before sending her up to bed. Everything 
else, they'll clean inthe morning. Eggs stares at the window over the sink, and his reflection 
init, and the darkness on the other side. 


Bill's standing in the window upstairs in the most bizarrely posed, male model way. It's 
awesome. She asks him how long it is before sunrise, and tells him to hold her for one 
minute less than that. He smiles and kisses her forehead, and they hold each other for a 
little longer. 


Adorable Charlaine Harris tells Sam she never expected anything like that shit to go down in 
Bon Temps, sitting at the bar, and Tara thanks him for even opening Merlotte's after 
everything. "It's not just my bar. It's everybody's," he explains, and she says it's called 
Merlotte's after all, and he reminds himself that isn't really his name either. "Doesn't really 
say anything about me, does it?" 


Lisa forgives Arlene, sitting in a booth, and it sends her into fresh tears. "You shouldn't even 
have to know what that word means!" she says. Coby assures his mother that it's fine: "Mr. 
Merlotte kept us company. He took us to see some vampires, and one of them can fly!" Even 
Lisa smiles; | can't get aread on Arlene's feelings about that one. She's a little weirded out, 
and though she loves Sam and knows he's a good man, he's not their family. She will never 
know how untrue that is. "I'm the one that should have been there. I'mso sorry about that, 
okay? But | promise you that from now on, I'm gonna be the best mama in the world, okay?" 
Arlene's feelings are really affecting. | like it better when she's being gross and funny, 
because when she cries or feels stupid it makes me feel just awful for her. Like, worse than 
the people | actually like. | would like to attribute it to the actress, and certainly that'sa 
huge part, but at the ugly bottom | think it's just classism. She's just so honest, | can't deal 
with it. 


Terry appears with a couple of toy guns anda funny t-shirt about how crazy and PTSD heis, 
and he assures Lisa and Coby that he's going to keep an eye on Arlene whenever they can't. 
"That way, we can all take care of each other, okay?" Arlene's touched, he's intense and 
sort of sexy, the kids are fine with that arrangement. Sam and Tara start screaming at her to 
come work, and the last thing Coby asks her is, "When you went away for all that time, you 
didn't go see Rene, did you?" She awkwardly says he's still on his Jesus vacation, and when 
she's gone they nod to each other: Definitely dead. 
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Those two townie ladies that sometimes play the chorus start talking about the town's 
explanation for all of it -- amuddled mishmash of conspiracy theories ranging from aliens 


and racism ("Maryann Forrester" rhymes with "Martian Foreigner") to gas leaks somehow 
both the pharmaceutical companies and the liberal media to LSD in the water, like in San 
Francisco -- ultimately deciding that Mountain Dew is the only thing that will protect you 
from Obama's fascism, and Sam's like, "Actually, the ATF shut down this distillery for 
shipping pure ethanol instead of vodka, so clearly Mountain Dew is the smart choice." They 
are amazed, he's pleased with himself; somebody finally notices his amazing ass. "God 
bless who made those jeans. I'm serious, I'll wear him like a scrunchie." They giggle. 
They're family now. 


Tara pours Lafayette a drink while he shivers over how stupid everybody in town is, and then 
tells Sookie feels worst for her: "You know what really happened, and you've got to carry 
the burden of that. | mean, I'm thrilled | got a choice, and | don't ever wanna know." | like 
that line, | like that Sookie and Bill asked at least the inner circle if they wanted to know, and 
| like that Lafayette would pick the blue pill. He's like the only person in history that | can 
approve of, doing that. "Don't tell me nothing, even if | beg for it. | don't think it's healthy 
to know everything you've done. It's like knowing what's in sausage, just eat it. Shit, enjoy 

| 


Which reminds Sookie of the jambalaya Jane Bodenhouse ordered, so we head over to her 
table, where she's telling two guys -- who have probably had sex ina truck with her and will 
probably do so again in a few hours -- that her defingering must have been "so traumatic" 
that she blacked it out. Perhaps a gator, she says. "But the doctor who sewed it back on says 
| have wonderful bone structure, so hopefully it'll take. Luckily, | use my right hand for most 
things..." Andy interrupts this troubling train of thought by shouting (sober, but still nuts) 
that it wasn't a gator and she wasn't by the lake. "I saw you pull that finger out of a giant 
statue of meat. Just like | saw you getting it from behind from Mike Spencer." 


Jason gasps, but Jane just laughs and leads her table in achorus of "Whatever Andy's 
drinking, give us some." Jason nervously pretends to laugh along as Andy pouts, "It's Diet 
Coke with lime!" Jason toasts them, and tries to calm Andy down. "Great. Used to be they 
all thought | was crazy. Now they know I'm tellin' the truth, and they can't face it. 
Zombie-eyed freaks!" Jason tells him -- calling him "Bubba," which if it means what | 
think it means makes me very excited for Andy's future on this show, because | was never all 
that interested in Bubba in the books but he does get to do cool shit sometimes -- to let it 


go. 
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"Look, you and me both know we saved her and everybody else. Come here, we're heroes to 
this town." How? Because they set out to save everybody, and now Maryann is gone, and 
everybody's okay, so obviously. "In my book, if no one thinks we're heroes, it don't count." | 
had a rant last year about Andy's unhealthy obsession with Jason that got mea lot of 
hatemail, mostly from people just like Andy, and one of the wonderful things about this 
latter act of the season has been watching that stretch and reverse itself. Jason's learned a 
few things about manhood, which is always what's upset Andy about him, but this way they 
can share them: the boy-kings, the jealous town nutter and the fatherless town himbo, 
trading their insights and becoming men. It's nice: "Of course it counts. It's like if a tree 
falls in the woods. It's still a tree, ain't it? The whole point in being a hero is to do something 
greater than yourself." Andy nods, touched of course, and Jason fairly gives him a noogie. 
"It'd be easy to do it for the glory or the girls, but we're bigger men than that, right?" He 
sits back, proud, and gives himself a satisfied "Yup." 


Sam runs into Sookie back behind the bar, and points out how long it's been since they 
worked together. "It's like riding a bicycle," she grins, and he asks her shifty-eyed to keep 
an eye on things for a couple of days. "I'm the only one who hasn't had a break. And in case 
you didn't notice, last night was a little rough for me too?" Obviously he's not going to do 
anything relaxing, but whatever. "| don't have the words to thank you for what you did," 
she says, and he grins that it's probably better this way. They wouldn't want to know any of 
it, his secret included. "I, for one, wish everyone knew how special you are." He likes that, 
she pulls him in close as family. A lady shows up right then with a parcel for her -- is ita 
driveway? -- and congratulates her on having sucha "classy admirer." (It's a driveway, | 
know it! In that little bag!) 


Sookie takes her package out to that tree in the back of Merlotte's: Alovely lavender dress, 
with a note: I've owed you an evening out for some time now. | would very much like for you to 
wear this tonight. -- Bill. God, he even writes adorable. She smiles, but immediately a hand 
creeps out of the woods and grabs her, so she has to shriek a little bit. It's Eggs, wanting her 
to do her mojo on him so he can remember what happened. "I did a lot of terrible things in 
my past, but | paid for 'em. | thought that was all over but if it's not... | got aright to know." 
Sookie tells him again and again that Maryann did this shit to everybody, and it doesn't 
reflect on him; when she touches him the thoughts are too sad, too afraid, too yearning (I 
don't know who !am! don't know what! am you can help me! know you can | know it please help 
me please help me) for her to do anything but try. 
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She takes his hands, finally, sending him back to the first blackout. Laughing with Maryann 
in her car, going somewhere in the daylight... And it fades. They concentrate, pushing, and 
he lets her in further. "Okay. Okay, you're in the woods. There's a woman there with a... 
Cane?" Miss Jeannette totters up to them in full witchy regalia, crooked and uncanny... And 
then she's on the ground, Eggs has gone black. Maryann stares down at her: "You'rea 
vessel to the Other World. You will bring forth my God." Miss Jeanette swears she isn't. She 
never knew what she was. Sookie's God should have protected her too. She was just a door 
for Maryann to walk through. She never knew what hit her. The memories come faster now: 
Daphne, Sam... He runs into the forest, Sookie begging him to stop, crying for him, begging 
his forgiveness. 


Jessica comes down the Compton stairs looking determined and sneaky, and very lovely. 
Very young. "Jessica!" Bill says expansively, and sweetly informs her that she "looks quite a 
vision" before inquiring proudly as to her plans: "Are you off to see Hoyt Fortenberry?" She 
doesn't know that he's giving her approval and assent because she has never seen those 
things. "So what if | am? You're going to see Sookie, aren't you?" He grins and gets explicit: 
"It's fine. In my day, the gentleman came to the lady's house to court her, but... Times 
change." There's something awake and wonderful in him, and Jessica doesn't know him 
well enough yet to see what itis. 


Bill notes that Maxine's no longer chained up in their house or playing scary Wii, and Jessica 
nods. "He took her home yesterday..." she says a little wistfully, and Bill sends his best 
wishes. Jessica tries to open up about it, mentioning the "little fight" they had last night, 
begging Bill to inquire further, but he doesn't. "| was just gonna go over and make an 
apology?" Bill assures her that he'd be a fool not to accept, and his smile is so delightful and 
inviting that Jessica sweetly asks in turn where the two of them are going. His tail wags 
mightily and he dorks out, sort of blowing Jessica's mind: "To a French restaurant! Do you 


know | haven't been to one in over seventy years? Humans seem to love them! They go 
there to celebrate!" She cutely tells him to be back by five, and he eyebrows at her to be back 
by four, and opens the door for her, and sometime in the last paragraph | sort of fell in love 
with Bill Compton alittle bit. That's new and troubling. 


Sam stands at a strange house, taxi behind him, and he calls the woman behind the door 
"Mrs. Merlotte." To her credit, she's not wormy about it at all. She feels terrible, she's not 
all that happy to see him, but she doesn't call him a monster or anything. She tries to be 
honest. It's a fresh take. There's a baby monitor and family photos on the mantle: None 
with him. "It'd be hard to explain to friends who think we never had children." She asks him 
to sit down, and he won't. "We never thought we'd see you again," she says, and he points 
out that we have the internet now. She's terribly ashamed. "Sam. If you came for an 
explanation, | don't have a good one. Mitchell and | were down to our last nickel, and we 
were scared. We still don't know what we saw that night..." 
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Sam's Daphne pride flares up: "You saw me turn into a dog." It hurts her, physically. It's the 
end of the world, when things change that much. "And apparently that was worth 
abandoning me over. So | spent the next nineteen years... Making sure nobody would know 
who | really was. That's what you left me with." She weeps, apologizing over and over, until 
he gets uncomfortable and waves it off. "Hey, hey. I'm not here for an apology. | want to 
find the people you adopted me from. | want to meet my parents." She can't, she says: She 
swore not to. He goes, "Jesus Christ!" but what he means is, "Um, you also packed up in the 
middle of the night and left me behind as a child, which I'm fairly certain they would have 
also asked you not to do, if it had occurred to them what assholes you are." 


"Please, trust me," Mrs. Merlotte swears. " You don't want to know them. They're bad 
people." She will be right, presumably. He points out that she's bad people too, and as she 
cries the baby monitor starts buzzing. They make their way down the hallway to Mr. 
Merlotte's room, where he's close to death. He scrawls a note, painful and slow, and Sam 
watches his eyes; there's still love there. Poor old Sam. He takes the note with shaking 
hands. 


Melinda & Joe Lee Mickens 
Last Known in Magnolia, Ark 
I'm sorry 


Hoyt stands on the Compton porch, with a bouquet, calling her name. 


Jessica straddles a man ina bright red eighteen-wheeler, kissing him hard. He tastes like 
beer, and cigarettes; she likes it. She smells like sex and candy, he likes that too. He rips 
open acondom, too drunk to focus on her beautiful face. " Now, before we go any further, 
there's something you ought to know." He calls her Sugar. "That I'm... 1'ma virgin." His 
head flops around, barely there, horny: "That's okay. I'll be gentle with you. In fact, | kind of 
like it." Just like Daddy. "Really? Well, | don't like it one bit," she says, pops fang, and feeds. 
Good girl. 


Hoyt finally gives in, placing the bouquet carefully on the porch, and wanders off into the 
night. 


The hostess welcomes Bill and Sookie to the restaurant, and goes to get the music started: 
he's rented out the place. "The sight of you is not something | wish to share with others 
tonight." He promises it's okay for him to go all-out like this: "I love nothing more than to 
see you happy. It's really quite selfish." The strings that greeted them fade to country pop, 
and she asks what he can do ata restaurant. Well, Best Beloved, they can dance. So they do. 
They cut arug or whatever. It goes on a while; there is laughter and giggling and some 
kissing. Bill's kind of hot, | guess. Her dress looks really pretty in motion. | don't know what 
else to say. You know how those two always are? It's like that, times a billion. They dork 
out powerfully. It is muscular. 
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Eggs comes running up to Andy outside Merlotte's brandishing a giant sacrificial knife. You 
know, as one would to any racist, trigger-happy cop. They yell at each other for a long time 
and Eggs confesses his murders and Andy tells him not to worry about it and he explains 
about the heart-cutting-out and Andy tells him not to worry about it, and finally Eggs just 
throws him down on the ground and demonstrates what it was like for those people to get 
chopped up by Eggs, like toa ridiculous degree: "It was like this! This is what their eyes saw 
before they died! Me -- just like this -- stabbing them again and again with this knife, like 
I'm doing right now in pantomime. Just stabbing, and cutting, and eviscerating, Andy!" He 
carries onin this vein for awhile, and finally Jason just appears out of nowhere and shoots 
him in the head. Maybe the most blameless murder of all time. 


But of course Jason goes into shock because of the previous murders and deaths and bullshit 
that has happened to him, and the whole "lama killing machine" thing that comes with 
paramilitary training, which causes Andy to overreact in turn and take the gun away and 
send Jason running into the forest for no real reason so that when everybody comes running 
out of the bar to see what's going on, he can say, "Eggs did all the murders and tried to kill 
me -- or committed suicide by cop -- and now we don't have to worry. The young black 
man, not the rich white lady or any of us, was the problem." Everybody's like, "Whew!" 


(Meanwhile Taylor Swift is like, "Really, guys, I'm fine. He didn't rape me or bludgeon me to 
death with his big scary black cock, he came onstage at a joke award ceremony watching 
mainly by tweens and made anass of himself, just like he's done at the last sixteen award 
shows. Damn." Thanks, Taylor. Now if we can just get her to explain the office of the 
President, or even just define "socialism," we can finally be done with racist ignorance and 
its completely inappropriate place in our political discourse forever.) 


Tara, who is having one motherfucker of a life, drops to her knees on the dead body of Eggs 
and freaks out like whoa. Meanwhile, her best friend is polishing off dessert at a French 
restaurant and drinking champagne. Bill, ever so proud of himself, produces plane tickets: 
"Where's Burlington?" Lord, Sookie. It's in Vermont. Where, for the last month, 
fangbangers have been ruining marriage for the rest of us. Do you even watch this show? 
She finally pulls it together and starts wigging out, and he produces aring. She cries, and he 
asks her to marry him -- "Assuming that last night didn't scare you off weddings for good" 
-- and she says... Nothing. 
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To his worried, impatient smile, she can only say this: "I've dreamed of this since | was a girl. 
And in my dreams, | always say yes." So? "Then why can't | say it?" He doesn't pout, 


exactly, but he has reason to be upset here. And | mean, it's sort of early, but they are very 
much in love, and she was the one who laughed about it last year (two weeks ago) when 
Arlene asked her if they were going to tie the knot, not to mention the fact that he could 
have been planning this all season and that was one of the reasons he was so bitchy about 
the Dallas trip. | mean, the timing is realistically weird, but these people don't actually get a 
second to do anything normal. "My heart's flying around in my chest. | can't even think 
straight. My life's inside-out. With all that's happened, I'm not sure about anything." Oh, 
now he's nearly crying too. "I don't even know if I'm human..." 


Heh. Bill's like, "Wait, what?" She talks about how she's only ever met Barry, and he was 
mean -- not that she noticed -- and so what about that, and then she starts crying because 
of what Hugo said, about her getting old and weak and he's still Bill. She goes into full-on 
ugly crying mode at this point, which always really gets to me, and for once it's Bill who 
tosses his heels up in the air and is like, "Let's live for the moment!" ("Especially before Eric 
does some other trick!") "| want you just as you are," he protests, and she responds quite 
honestly that she doesn't know who/what the hell that even is, which is when most young 
women do make their first-marriage mistake after all, so she runs to the bathroom to clean 
up and havea quick think. Poor old Bill looks destroyed. 


In the bathroom, she stares at the wall and weighs it out. It's gross: what if she's losing it, 
what if this is her chance and she's throwing it away? But isn't that just desperation? Are 
they settling for each other? What if there's something better? What if behind Bill, even 
behind Sam and Eric, there's something better? How young is old enough to know what you 
want? Can she be that girl? Can she be that fangbanger girl, and go to Vermont, and let 
them take her picture, get political, come back here to this shitty town? Can she look Ericin 
the eye if she does that? Would that kill her? Would Sam even come to the wedding? How 
drunk is Jason going to get? It clashes in her mind; it is rough music. 


Bill sits at the table, feeling a peculiar ache. All these gifts she's given him, this new life and 
heart, she could take them away. He's fought for her life and cries tears of blood for her 
pain, but never this: She could walk out of this room with his heart in her hands, and he 
wouldn't have a word to say about it. That electricity that tickles, adead circuit. The silence 
would press in, push him down, and she would be gone. And there would be nothing, ever 
again. He would die away and become part of the past, and her life in the sun could begin. 
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But she looks at the ring, and the tears fall, and she puts on her finger. That ring means 
forever. Diamonds are strong, and beautiful, and that's how she feels with him. This ring 
would sit on the finger of a girl who was never supposed to know love. Do you want to be tied 
up in the darkness, arms around you as tight as death's, and know that you are finally safe? 
To love is to bury, do you want to be buried? Exactly half the time. To love is to be taken 
apart and put back together better, do you want to be ripped apart? All those pieces, the 
freaky ones and the sad ones and the wounded ones he's helped her heal; the negotiator 
and the bloodthirsty killer and girl who fights for anything weaker, that girl she's becoming: 
Should she have to wait until she's whole? Do we wait until we're perfect? How long does 
that take? How long do we have? 


Bill sits at the table, getting tired. Not in his body, but in his soul. She's woken something 
up. The past is dead to him, he thinks. Finally. Lorena marched him up to that porch and 
showed him his children and explained the veil to him: His family was dead. He was dead to 


them. It drove him mad. And eventually he got sane, and knit himself to together, and tried 
to touch the world. He tried to find respite there, and when he couldn't find that he climbed 
into his hidey-hole, and found love in the unlikeliest place. With a girl who knew his secret 
places and reached out and touched them before she'd ever tasted him. 


This ring, here, on this finger: The retarded girl at the bar, the one everybody has to help, 
with a ring on her finger. She could be that woman. Clean. It feels right, on her finger. She 
can leave that past behind, and bring him into her family, and he shall want for nothing, and 
they will build a world. His loneliness and hers, like speakers canceling. Blessed silence. 


The chain that loops around his neck is silver, gripped in velvet gloves. He struggles, glasses 
and plates flying, sounding out their shivaree. 


There's nothing to be ashamed of, or afraid of. It does feel right. It's okay. It's okay to want 
things; it's okay to be happy. The past can lie back and look to the future, and she'll be there, 
running toward it with him. She can be that woman. She can trust that woman: Brave as 
Godric, ecstatic as Maryann. Sookie cascades out into the room, floating on air, voltage 
thrumming in her heart, eyes shining, calling his name. She comes to him like a bride, arms 
thrown wide. But he's gone. 
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The past never dies. You should know that by now. 


